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Extended Family is Still Family 
by Arctic Vulpix 


Summary 


What if Mirabel had met Bruno before the engagement dinner? 

What if she took away the lesson that her presence and efforts would only hurt the family? 
What if she started to withdraw, to stay away so that she didn't ruin anything else? 

What if someone noticed and decided to do something about it? 


Pepa had missed the signs that led to her brother leaving them. 
She refused to see the same happen to Mirabel. 


Notes 


This movie BROKE me. So now I have to write about it... 

I'm don't know any Spanish so please let me know if I make mistakes with the translations 
and I'll fix them. At the moment google is guiding me. We all know how well that usually 
goes. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


How Did She Miss This? 


It was subtle. So subtle that Pepa almost missed it. 
Thankfully she didn't. But only because of her mijo. 


She noticed Camilo's worried gaze and how he'd slipped away from the excited festivities. 
Since he was usually in the centre of the party she thought it was odd and followed. 


"Come on Mira," she heard him upstairs by the nursery and frowned. 

Mirabel had begged off from the engagement dinner saying that she hadn't been feeling well. 
"Go back to the party Camilo," Mirabel sighed. 

"Mira I know when you're faking it. You're not sick. But something is wrong. What is it?" 
"It's nothing Camilo, don't worry about it." 


"Don't give me that. You never miss family parties Mira," Camilo argued stubbornly. "No 
matter what, you always attend. Even if you are sick." 


That made Pepa pause. It was true. Mirabel had always made a point to be at every family 
event until the end and usually helped with clean-up afterwards. 


"Camilo-" 
"What's wrong Mira?" He pressed. 


"I'm just taking the hint okay?!" She snapped suddenly, shocking Pepa. Mirabel never spoke 
like that. 


"What hint?" Camilo asked, tone very worried now. 


Mirabel sighed again. "No one wants me there Camilo," she mumbled. "It's Isabela's party 
and she gets annoyed at just the sight of me. Don't want to ruin her perfect day." 


There was a thread of bitterness to her words that made Pepa's heart sink. 
She'd heard it before. The words, the bitterness. She hadn't realised what it meant back then. 


Pepa backed up until she hit the wall, barely listening to Camilo trying to convince Mirabel 
to come join them again. 


No no no. Clear skies clear skies. 


She couldn't help where her thoughts went though. She couldn't help remembering the past 
and comparing it to the present. 


The similarities made her blood run cold. 


Bruno distancing himself from the family, begging off of attending events by claiming he had 
a headache. That sad twist to his smile and the way he hunched into himself when she just 
wouldn't let that whole wedding thing go. 


Discovering him gone one day, just vanished into the night and his door dark. 


The fear and regret that gripped her heart and the constant questions of 'Why didn't I see? 
Why did I push him away?' 


Now she could see it all happening again. The distance Mirabel was keeping since just before 
the engagement party. The strained quality to her smiles and the resignation in her eyes. 


It was happening again. They'd learnt nothing from the past. 


Pepa briefly wondered if Julieta had noticed but quickly pushed it aside. She was too focused 
on Luisa's depression and Isabela's engagement. Mirabel had been pushed to the side once 
again and this time she'd let it happen. 


Was it just one time too many? Had something happened to finally make her withdraw from 
them? 


Pepa had to forcefully keep her emotions under control so that her cloud didn't give away her 
presence. 


"Mira..." Camilo tried again. 

"Please Camilo," Mirabel's voice was sad, quiet. "It's better for the family this way." 
The door closed but Pepa barely noticed. 

Better for the family. 

How many times had Mama said that? How many times had they echoed it? 


She vividly remembered one of the last times she'd seen Bruno. It was just before Mirabel's 
disastrous gift ceremony. He'd slipped away from the excitement and Pepa had noticed him 
leaving. 


"Where are you going Bruno?" She'd snapped in annoyance. 


He'd flinched, he always flinched lately when she spoke since she was usually angry with 
him. 


"Ah, Pepa," he gave her that strained smile she hated. She hadn't seen him truly smile in a 
long time. "I was just stepping out for some air. I'll be back to see Mira get her gift." 


He glanced back at the party, something pained flashing through his green eyes. 


"The villagers aren't comfortable around me," he murmured. "It's... it's better for the family if 
I give them some space." 


He'd left before she could argue and she'd been left with a sinking sensation in her chest. 
She'd still been angry about the wedding though, still holding a grudge. So she hadn't gone 
after him to drag him back, to hell with what the others thought. 


She still regretted that, among many other things. 


Pepa blinked out of her memories as Camilo came into sight, a defeated slump to his 
shoulders. 


He looked confused when he spotted her. 
"Mama?" 
Pepa hurriedly gestured him over and he moved towards her, a worried pinch to his brow. 


"Mama, what's wrong?" She loved him more for the fact that his eyes stayed on her face 
instead of darting up to her cloud. 


"Camilo," she reached out and cupped her son's face, beating back the fear she felt through 
sheer willpower. "How long has Mirabel felt like this?" 


His expression flickered and he averted his gaze from her. 
Her heart pounded. 
"Please Camilo, how long have we been failing her?" She asked in a whisper. 


He closed his eyes. He'd always been close to Mirabel. Both Camilo and Antonio adored 
their youngest prima and Mirabel had often spent more time with them than with her sisters. 


Looking back on it Mirabel wasn't all that close with her siblings and it made another pain 
pierce through her heart. 


"Camilo?" She pleaded. 
"Since she didn't get a Gift," he admitted in a whisper. 
Pepa's heart broke. 


She bit her lip to hold back the sob that wanted to break free although her cloud gave her 
away with the sudden downpour that hit both of them. 


Her mijo didn't flinch away from the rain, instead stepping forward and hugging his mama. 


Pepa clung to him, remembering that night so vividly. All the adults swept up in confusion 
and fear, leaving a five-year-old to wonder what had happened on her own. 


No, not on her own. Now that she thought back on it, Bruno had rushed over to comfort 
Mirabel while the rest of them panicked. He'd always focused on the kids, always checked 
that they were okay. He'd been such a good Tio to them. 


And then mama had asked him to look into the future, demanded really, wanting a reason for 
the faltering of the magic. 


Bruno had agreed to do it, like he always did when mama pressured him. 
And then he'd been gone. 


Was it linked? Did whatever Bruno see finally drive him away from the family? Did he see 
the way they treated Mirabel? 


She shook her head. She'd never know now. She'd been too blind back then to see the signs. 


She wondered if she'd learned anything since she'd continued to act the same after that. 
Refusing any mention of her hermano and missing all the pain Mirabel was going through. 


Pepa sucked in a shuddering breath as she finally registered Camilo's worried words, trying 
to reassure her. 


Her boy was such a treasure. 
She took a few more breaths, getting her breathing back under control. 


Breaking down would help no one. It was time she fixed something instead of watching it 
shatter from a distance. 


Pepa hurriedly wiped her face before straightening up and taking Camilo by the shoulders. 
"Mama?" 


"This is not going to continue," she stated firmly. "Mirabel is a part of our family. If Abuela 
and my hermana are too focused on the wedding and Luisa's problems, then we'll just take 
care of Mirabel in the meantime. Comprendes ?" 


The smile Camilo gave her was all Felix and she pressed a kiss to his forehead. 
She never thought she'd see the day that her side of the family was more stable than Julieta's. 
Dios mio! What had the world come to? 


It must be Felix' genes that kept her kids so stable. 


The next morning, Pepa noticed that Mirabel was very quiet during breakfast and tried to 
leave as soon as her food was finished. 


Not on her watch. 


"I have some errands to run in town," she told the table at large. She kissed her husband's 
cheek as she stood up, heart melting like always at the smile he gave her. "Camilo, Mirabel, 
come on. You're helping me." 


"What?" Mirabel asked in surprised confusion as several others looked at Pepa with frowns. 
She purposefully ignored it. "Antonio, you're helping your padre today. Delores is helping 
Isabel. You don't mind if I borrow Mirabel, do you, Julieta?" She gave her hermana a smile. 


"Um, no-" 


She didn't let her sister get any further as she was up and moving already. Behind her, a 
grinning Camilo had grabbed Mirabel and was dragging her along despite her confused 
protests. 


Her mijo had inherited her stubborn streak and they were a different force of nature when 
they worked together. 


"Camilo! I can walk on my own! Ack!" Pepa heard Mirabel protest behind her but Camilo 
wasn't likely to let go. They were on a mission. 


"Ay mamá is focused Mira. We need to keep up!" 
Pepa smiled to herself, the sun shining brightly. 


She'd failed Bruno badly before. She wouldn't repeat her mistakes. 


They really had been blind. Pepa watched Mirabel and Camilo out of the corner of her eye as 
they played with the children of the village. 


That resigned air had vanished an hour into Pepa's errands as Camilo poked and prodded at 
his cousin, getting her to react and mess around as they trailed behind his mama. 


She didn't really need both of them, she was just spreading the news of the party celebrating 
Isabela's engagement that would be held that night. The entire community was invited and it 
was going to be one of the biggest parties of the year. Rivalling Antonio's gift ceremony. 


She did pick up a few things as she went and had the pair carry them to keep up appearances, 
but mostly she had wanted to get Mirabel away from the house and where she couldn't get 
away from Camilo. 


Her boy was too stubborn and it wasn't long before Mirabel was laughing and smiling again. 


It eased something in Pepa's heart to hear that. It had been a while since she'd heard her 
sobrina laugh so freely. 


At some point, when Pepa finished up another conversation, she turned around to find 
Mirabel studying the cloth that was on display. 


It made her pause. She forgot very often that just because Mirabel didn't have a gift, that 
didn't mean she wasn't talented. She had an ability to embroider the most beautiful things. 


Sometimes Pepa had found herself jealous of her sobrina's ability to pursue a hobby. 
Between being a mother of three and using her Gift to help the community, Pepa didn't have 
much time for hobbies. 


She remembered when she was young, before her gift, when she would spend hours dancing 
with Julieta and Bruno and how her siblings indulged her love of the activity. 


She remembered how her time for dancing had diminished drastically as she got older to the 
point that she barely did it anymore. Thinking back, it had usually been Bruno who would 
convince her to sneak off and let loose in some quiet part of the Encanto. 


And then she'd met Felix and he took every opportunity to pull Pepa into a dance. He was 
probably the only reason she still got any dancing in outside of the celebrations. 


"Mirabel?" She called and her sobrina startled out of her thoughts. 
"Sorry Tia," she apologised sheepishly but Pepa waved it off. 


"Nonsense. What has you thinking so deeply?" She moved over to stand next to the girl and 
studied the cloth. It was a beautiful green and the colour made her heart ache. Green always 
reminded her of her hermano. 


"Oh just thinking," Mirabel shrugged awkwardly. 
Pepa poked her in the side, making her squeak in surprise. 


"Come now," she admonished gently. "Are you thinking up a new embroidery project? Your 
work is always beautiful." 


Mirabel's head whipped to the side to stare at Pepa in shock and the woman's heart sank right 
to her feet as thunder rumbled in the distance. 


Dios mio... had no one complimented her work? Simply because it wasn't a Gift? 
Had she ever? Pepa couldn't remember. 


"You think so?" Mirabel asked, a wavering quality to her voice and Pepa cursed herself and 
her whole family for their idiocy. 


"Of course," she assured, gesturing at Mirabel's skirt. "I mean you simply have to look at it. 
You put so much effort into every piece you make. So much care into every stitch." 


Now that she thought about it... 


"I was actually going to ask if you wouldn't mind doing me a favour?" She asked, mind 
working quickly. She had been planning to just buy a new one, but now... 


"A favour Tia?" Mirabel asked in confusion. 


"Hmm," Pepa hummed, reaching out to touch a soft yellow material. "Tonio's jaguar got a 
hold of my shawl you see. Would you be willing to make me a new one?" 


She pretended not to hear how Mirabel's breath caught beside her as she inspected the 
material. 


"I-I-Si/" Mirabel blurted out. "I mean, I can do that Tia. What do you want on it?" 


"Oh, whatever you think will look nice," Pepa turned to give her a smile, suppressing her 
shock at the sheer excitement in Mirabel's eyes. Oh Mirabel... 


"Will this material work?" Pepa asked, lifting the yellow one. Mirabel was already nodding 
though. 


"That's just fine," she assured Pepa. 

"Perfecto," Pepa smiled at her sobrina. "Thank you Mirabel." 

She had to swallow hard at the beam she got in return. It was so simple to make her happy... 
Mirabel noticed as Pepa gathered up the green material as well. 

"Tia?" 


"T'd love to see what you create with this one," Pepa explained. Her gaze lingered on the 
material. "It really is a lovely shade of green..." she whispered wistfully. 


She shook herself out of her thoughts and dumped the material in Mirabel's arms. 
"Come along. Let's pay and finish things up," she urged. 


Glancing back as she continued walking, she saw Camilo pop up next to Mirabel and start 
poking at the material and in general annoying her into lightly smacking him. 


Pepa smiled to herself. 
They'd fix this. 


That was what family did after all. Even if they were extended family, they were still family. 


Oddballs Stick Together 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Finding a moment to sneak away was suddenly a lot harder than it used to be which was 
baffling to Mirabel. 


Her parents were still focused on her hermanas and Abuela had never truly had time for her 
so slipping away from them was easy. 


But suddenly Camilo was everywhere, dragging her into every activity he could. She’d 
known that she’d worried him with her behavior after finding that damn vision but she hadn’t 
been able to think of anything else. She just couldn’t be the downfall of her family. She 
wouldn’t allow it. 


If the price of keeping everyone safe and happy was to distance herself, then she’d do it. 
She really understood Tio Bruno’s decision now. And how much it hurt to follow through on. 


But despite her decision, Camilo seemed to be everywhere now. And Tia Pepa was also being 
weird, calling her over and asking her for help with everything under the sun. 


She didn’t understand it but... it was nice. She couldn’t let herself get used to it though. 
Whatever it was would pass and things would go back to normal. 


And she’d let herself fade into the background... 


Mirabel tightened her grip on her bag for a moment at the sharp pain that thought sent 
through her heart but she shook her head and focused again. It took a bit of sneaking but she 
got to the portrait that led into the walls and slipped in quietly. 


The inside of the walls was so different to everywhere else in Casita. It was dark, dusty and 
quiet. But she pressed on, avoiding the beams above her and trailing a hand over the cracks 
Tio Bruno had patched up in the walls. 


If only the family could see how much he cared... how much he’d sacrificed just to try and 
keep them safe and happy. 


She sighed as she reached her destination and steeled herself. She had a feeling this was 
going to be difficult since her Zio was the hermano of her mama and Tia, so he was probably 
just as stubborn as they were. 


But the oddballs should stick together in the family. And Tio Bruno didn’t deserve to be 
alone. 


She knocked on the door. 


The abrupt sound of muffled exclamations of surprise and something being dropped made her 
smile a little. Moments later the door creaked open slightly. 


“M-Mirabel?” Bruno asked in surprise. 
“T thought I could visit?” she gave him a nervous smile. 
It took a moment but he opened the door fully. 


“U-um of course, you’re a-always welcome, b-but you don’t h-have to,” he stuttered, falling 
over his words anxiously. 


Mirabel stepped inside, glancing at all the rats and the old furniture again. She’d been so 
caught up in shock the first time around that it hadn’t fully settled in. But now her heart ached 
at the thought of her Tio living here for years. Alone with no one but the rats to talk to with 
old broken furniture and things that had been thrown away. Her gaze drifted over to the wall 
with the crack out into the kitchen and her heart clenched again. 


She wouldn’t leave him alone to watch the family from a distance anymore. 


Mirabel reached into her bag and pulled out some wrapped arepas that she’d snuck out of the 
kitchen. 


“T brought food,” she offered. 
And really, no one could say no to her mamá 5 cooking. 


In no time they were settled down and eating, her Tio having insisted that she take the 
armchair. 


“S-So what b-brings you by Mirabel?” he asked after a moment. “I mean, it’s a bit of a t- 
trek.” He laughed awkwardly, gaze on the table as he tapped anxiously away at the wood. 


“T wanted to visit you,” she answered honestly. “If you don’t want to come out of the walls 
then I'll just come to you. I... I understand why you left Tio Bruno. But you don’t have to be 
alone. I won’t tell anyone.” 


He paused in his eating and sighed. 


“Kid,” he murmured. “You don’t have to distance yourself from them. Y-you weren’t the 
problem here. It was how everyone else was treating you. A-and the problem extends far past 
you remember? Luisa still hasn’t got her strength back.” 


“I know,” Mirabel bit her lip, remembering Abuela ïs lecture on leaving Luisa alone. So she 
was. She was staying away from Luisa and Isabela so she didn’t ruin anything else. “But I 
wasn’t helping. So... P1 just stay back for now. Maybe they’ll figure it out.” 


He didn’t look so sure of that and honestly, Mirabel wasn’t too sure either. 


The tension still hung thick in the Madrigal household. 


“Camilo and Tia Pepa are acting weird though,” she said, trying to change the subject. 
“Oh?” he asked curiously. He wouldn’t have seen much of it since he never left Casita. 


Mirabel nodded with a frown. “Camilo won’t leave me alone lately. And Tia Pepa keeps 
dragging me into things. It’s weird.” 


Bruno hummed. “Camilo is a lot more observant than people think. H-he has to be, to mimic 
others so well. Your change in behaviour probably worried him. A-and if Camilo is worried, 
then Pepa would have noticed. She usually can tell if one of her kids is upset about 
something.” 


Mirabel shrugged listlessly. “But why are they acting weird?” 


He sighed and looked up at her. “Because you stopped trying Mirabel. A-and that was 
alarming enough that they noticed. And they're worried. S-so they’re trying to fix it in their 
own way.” He bit into his arepa and spoke around a mouthful. “Good luck fighting Pepa on 
this one. She’s the most stubborn person I’ve ever met.” 


His tone was so fond and longing when he spoke about his hermana. It made Pepa's anger 
whenever he was mentioned all the more sad. 


“What actually happened with the wedding?” Mirabel blurted out. 

Bruno ducked his head, his shoulders coming up to his ears. 

“I joke when I’m nervous,” he mumbled into the food. 

“What?” Mirabel stared at him. 

“She was all nervous and fretting and I just wanted to make her laugh!” 
Mirabel had to cover her mouth to stifle a laugh. “So you told her it looked like rain?” 
“Because it didn’t! It was the sunniest day ever! I thought it was funny...” 
“That’s terrible Tio,” She snickered. “You’re very bad at jokes.” 

He looked offended. “I am not. P1 have you know I'm very funny.” 

“Uh huh,” she raised an eyebrow at him and he huffed, looking away. 
“You look so like Juli when you do that,” he admitted after a moment. 
Mirabel looked up in surprise to meet his wistful, green eyes. 


Yes, she was definitely going to visit a lot more often. 


“Mama? Do you have any clue on what could be bothering Mira?” Camilo asked quietly in 
his parent’s room. 


Felix glanced over at them curiously while Pepa sighed. “No mijo. I haven’t figured anything 
else out yet.” 


“Bothering Mirabel?” Felix asked. 


“She’s been acting weird. Keeping distant from the family,” Camilo explained. “Mama and I 
have been trying to get her more involved again but she’s fighting us.” 


Felix looked deep in thought for a moment. “I have noticed that she’s been more withdrawn. 
But I thought that was because of what Abuela said.” 


Both Camilo and Pepa looked at him in confusion. 
“What did she say?” Pepa asked. 

Felix suddenly looked a bit uneasy. 

“Felix,” she said sharply. "What did she say?" 


“I heard her speaking to Mirabel. She seemed to think that Luisa losing her Gift was 
Mirabel’s fault.” 


There was the sharp sound of thunder in the distance as Pepa’s eyes narrowed. 
“What?!” 


Camilo seemed equally as outraged. “Mirabel didn’t make Luisa lose her Gift! She’s been 
overworked. Anyone could see it coming from a mile away.” 


Both parents turned to look at their mijo. 


“What? I thought it was obvious?” he asked in confusion. Then he lit up. “TIl go talk to 
Luisa! Maybe I can solve it and then Abuela will leave Mira alone.” 


And he was gone, racing out of the room. 


Pepa stared after him for a moment before she sat down heavily on the bed, her anger 
evaporating as she buried her face in her hands. Felix hurried over to her and wrapped an arm 
around her shoulders. 


“Mi Vida, what’s the matter?” 


“I can’t handle it Felix,” Pepa whispered. “If mamá 5 behaviour sends another of us 
fleeing...” she inhaled sharply. “It broke me to lose Bruno, Felix. I can’t lose Mirabel too. 
She’s done nothing wrong and has never been supported like she should have been. I can’t go 
through that again. And it would destroy Julieta. And Camilo and Antonio are so close to 
their prima. We have failed that girl so badly...” 


Felix comforted his wife, rocking and soothing her. 


“We won’t lose her Pepa. With you and Camilo working to fix this there is nothing that you 
can’t do. And I'll always support you, you know that.” 


She wiped at her eyes as she sat up again, turning to face him. 
“Ay, I don’t deserve you Felix,” she whispered. 
“Nonsense,” he refuted her. “You have always been far too good for me.” 


The smile on her face was far more important to him than the sunshine that filled the room. 


Dolores sat on her bed, twitching and making quiet squeaking sounds. 

Everyone in this family forgot just how much she heard sometimes. 

Which was everything. 

She’d heard Mirabel’s quiet sobs the night of Isabela’s engagement. 

She’d heard Camilo’s and her mamá s conversation on her prima's strange behaviour. 
She’d heard Mirabel slipping off to visit Tio Bruno. 

She’d heard her mamá 5 quiet words to her padre. 


She always heard everything. And yet she never did anything about it. And it was that lack of 
action that weighed heavily on her. 


The grief in her mamas voice when she admitted how much Bruno’s absence had hurt while 
she knew where he was this entire time. 


The quiet wonder in her Tio 5 voice as he talked to his rats when Mirabel left, elated at the 
simple visit. 


Mirabel’s resigned words as she believed that she would only bring hurt to the family. 


Dolores could have done something long ago, but she was always too paralysed with 
indecision to act. People could get so angry when she offered help only to be yelled at for 
hearing something she wasn’t supposed to. So she'd stopped and kept all those secrets locked 
up inside. 


But now...oh she couldn’t anymore. 
Her family was hurting. She couldn’t just sit there and listen to it. 


Dolores stood up and opened her door at conveniently the perfect time to catch Mirabel 
walking past. 


“Mirabel?” she asked quietly, catching her prima’ attention. 

“Hmm?” Mirabel was always careful to not speak too loudly. She really was too kind. 
“Would you mind helping me with something?” 

“Oh, sure,” Mirabel looked baffled but she followed Dolores into her room. 


It was small, but it was a start. 


Chapter End Notes 


Mi Vida - My Life 


Gifts of a Different Kind 


Chapter Notes 


This movie pitched a tent in my heart and brain and won't leave. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
Pepa was speaking with Abuela when Mirabel came careening around the corner, excitement 
lighting up her face and something hidden behind her back. 
"Tia Pepa!" She called. 


Pepa's heart swelled to see the smile and happiness in her sobrina's eyes. It had been far too 
absent lately. 


Mirabel came to a stop in front of them, practically bouncing in place. 

"Tia Pepa, I-" 

She was cut off by Abuela though. 

"Not now Mirabel," she said sternly as Mirabel deflated under her sharp gaze. 


"But-" Mirabel tried again but Abuela wasn't having it. She made a sharp gesture with her 
hand. 


"We are having an important discussion Mirabel. You can speak with your Tia when we're 
finished." 


She turned away from the young girl to continue with Pepa, faltering when she was 
confronted with a thundercloud. Pepa had her hands on her hips and a scowl on her face. 


She'd been vividly reminded of all the times that Bruno would curl in on himself when mama 
scolded him the same way Mirabel was doing now and she hated it. She'd never spoken up 
then and she regretted it. 


"Ay mama this is the fifth time we're talking about the rain schedule this week. I've been 
doing this for decades now. I know what I'm doing." She moved her arms to cross over her 
chest. “We’re just repeating things at this point.” 


She turned to her sobrina before her mama could say anything. 


“Yes Mirabel?” she asked. 


The teenager was looking shocked and was glancing between them but she started speaking 
after a moment. 


“T-just-I,” Pepa waited patiently, reminded of how Bruno would fall over his words like he 
was afraid of being interrupted if he took too long. “I finished your shawl,” she blurted out, 
pulling the material into view. 


Pepa’s breath left her in a rush. Orange thread was woven carefully into the bright yellow 
material, creating beautiful designs on the cloth. Suns led into clouds which became rain and 
lightning and rainbows, repeating over and over in swirls over the shawl. 


“Mirabel,” she whispered breathlessly, carefully taking the gift from her sobrina Ùs hands. 
“This is beautiful.” 


Mirabel flushed at the praise, fidgeting anxiously with her hands as Pepa ran her fingers over 
the designs reverently. All the aspects of the weather were included, not just the nice parts, 
and that detail made Pepa swallow hard. 


It was so small but it meant a lot to her when everyone always wanted nothing but sunshine 
and smiles from her. When the only ones she could let down the mask around were Felix and 
her children. 


It was startling to realise that she couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone to her hermana 
for a good venting session or cry like she used to. She and Julieta had drifted apart ever since 
Bruno left... 


She wondered if her hermana blamed her for that. For holding a foolish grudge that might 
have driven him away. 


She shook the thoughts from her mind and gave her sobrina her brightest smile, meaning it 
for once. 


“This is incredible Mirabel, gracias,” she pulled the girl into a hug, smothering a laugh when 
Mirabel squeaked in surprise. She may have picked up that verbal tic from Dolores. 


She pulled back and pressed a kiss to her sobrina s forehead. 
“Gracias,” she repeated sincerely. 

She pulled the shawl over her shoulders and did a twirl. 
“How does it look?” she asked. 


Felix seemed to pop up out of nowhere. “Mi Amor,” he breathed, pulling her in close and 
then into a dip, drawing a laugh from her. “Mi encantadora esposa, you are always 
beautiful.” He pulled her upright and touched the shawl. “But this is just the icing on the 
cake. Perfecto.” 


Pepa smiled at her husband as he then pulled Mirabel into a spin and dance. 


“Ay mi sobrina, you make mi vida shine,” he told her dramatically. 


Pepa laughed now as her husband returned to pull her into a proper dance and swept her away 
from Abuela. She could see her mama’s perplexed expression out of the corner of her eye as 
Mirabel snuck away in the whirlwind that was Felix. 


Ay, her husband was sweet, providing their sobrina an escape when she needed it. It still hurt 
that the poor girl needed the escape but they were working on it. 


Still bewildered from the entire thing that morning, Mirabel had never seen Tia Pepa (or 
anyone) speak to Aubela like that, Mirabel had hidden in her room until night fell so she 
could go visit her Tio again. This time she also packed her gift along with some food she’d 
snuck from the kitchen. 


Casita was silent as she snuck through the dark hallways towards the portrait. She looked 
around a few times before she opened it and climbed inside, heading for Bruno’s room. 


Once there, she knocked again. She still heard him startle in surprise but the door opened 
much faster this time. 


She smiled brightly at him despite the way her heart clenched at the clear shock painted over 
his face. He really thought she’d leave him alone? 


“Hola Tio Bruno,” she greeted cheerfully. She’d make sure that he got used to company 
again. “I brought more food.” He was really too thin to be healthy. He must have been living 
on scraps basically, whatever he could sneak from the kitchen when there were leftovers. 


“G-gracias,” he said automatically. “You don’t need to do this Mirabel.” 
“I know,” she shrugged, putting the food on the table. “But I want to.” 


Her fingers closed over the fabric in her bag and she hesitated. Tia Pepa’s reaction gave her 
courage though. 


“I made you something,” she admitted shyly. 


He looked up from his anxious fidgeting in surprise and she took a deep breath before pulling 
it out of her bag. 


Bruno stared in shock for a moment as she held the green blanket out to him. 


“T thought it might get kinda cold in between the walls,” she murmured. “So I made you 
this.” 


Hesitantly, he reached out and took the present with shaking hands. The material was soft, 
perfect to snuggle into and she’d embroidered patterns around the edge. He bit his lip as he 
ran trembling fingers over the designs. Suns and clouds for Pepa, arepas for her mama, and 
cute little rats playing between them. 


“Mirabel...” he whispered, voice shaking. 
“T like making things for my family,” she murmured. “I don’t get to do it often though.” 


He clutched the blanket tightly in his hands for a moment before he suddenly pulled her into 
a hug. It startled her but she was quick to hug him back. 


Oh her poor Tio... 


She could feel his bones under his ruana. He was so thin. Half-starved, lonely, and hidden 
away from the family. All because he was trying to protect her, because he was tired of 
hurting the family with visions of a future he couldn’t control. 


When was the last time he'd hugged someone? Or that someone hugged him? He felt so cold, 
like the isolation had frozen him. 


“You’re not alone Tio,” she whispered. “You’re still my family.” 


She pretended not to notice the shudders running through his frame or how her shoulder grew 
wet. She just hugged him and made plans for how to make up for ten years of isolation. 


Julieta sighed as she slumped against the door of her room, locking the outside world away 
for a little while. 


She usually had an edge of tiredness hanging about her, but lately she was exhausted. 
Physically and emotionally. 


There'd been so many feasts to cook for thanks to all the parties recently, especially for 
Isabela's engagement. And then the planning for the wedding on top of all that. Mamá was 
determined to make it the wedding of the century, a perfect day for their perfect child. 


Julieta had needed to bite her tongue at the subtle jab at hers and Pepa's weddings. 


Agustin, such a sweet man but the most accident-prone person she'd ever met, had tripped in 
the aisle and knocked the cake over during the reception. Personally, it was a fond memory 
for her. 


And then there was the hurricane during Pepa's. But Felix had seemed thrilled during the 
entire thing, declaring the day as unique as Pepa herself. 


However, mama had been displeased with both days. Because they didn't go as planned. 


She'd held more of a grudge about Bruno's joke than Pepa did. She was also probably the 
only reason that Pepa had held one at all. 


Every time Felix convinced her hermana that it had really been harmless, mama had brought 
it up again and the cycle would repeat itself. 


Julieta sighed again. Even without all the stress of the wedding, she had her hands full with 
her middle child. Luisa had spiralled into depression and was having an incredibly difficult 
time lately as her Gift continued to fizzle out at inopportune times. She refused to even leave 
her room most days now, crying most of the time. 


Agustin was with her now and thankfully there was no planning to do since everyone else 
was asleep. 


She just needed a moment to breathe. 


Julieta took a step forward and her foot bumped against something. Glancing down in 
surprise she found a bundle of fabric wrapped with a ribbon, a note tucked carefully into the 
bow. 


Curious, Julieta picked it up and moved over to her bed to open it. 
Mama 


I know things are hectic lately, what with Isa's wedding and Luisa's Gift. (Sorry about that, 
I'm still not sure what I did but Abuela seems pretty sure it was my fault. I'll apologise to her 
when she's feeling better.) 


Don't forget to take a break and rest mamá, you deserve it. 
Love, 
Mira 


Julieta's vision blurred as she unfolded the material to reveal a new apron, a light blue colour 
with designs embroidered along the edge in white. Roses, barbells and butterflies, all symbols 
of her lovely hijas. 


Julieta fought the urge to sob into the gift. Her sweet little Mira. She'd barely seen her 
youngest in recent weeks and that made guilt weigh in her heart. 


She was a terrible moth- 

Wait. 

Julieta sat up straight and read through the note again. 

Abuela said what? She was blaming her little girl for Luisa's problems? 


"Mama!" Julieta growled, standing up and stalking out of her room. 
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Pepa hadn't been surprised at all to find Camilo sneaking food from the kitchen when he was 
supposed to be asleep. She'd come down for a glass of water and only sighed when he froze 
at being caught. 


"One arepa," she bargained. She knew that using his Gift made him hungry so she couldn't 
really be too mad. 


He lit up and nodded eagerly, shoving the food into his mouth before she could change her 
mind. 


What did surprise Pepa, was for the quiet evening to be shattered by her hermana's whispered 
yelling. She hadn't heard Julieta sound like that since they found out that Bruno had hurt his 
arm and hadn't told anyone when they were thirteen. Julieta had fumed and ranted but kept it 
quiet so that no one else found out. Then she'd shoved food into their hermano's mouth and 
glared at him while he ate. 


Bewildered and curious, Pepa followed the sound, not noticing Camilo behind her. 


"-how dare you try and blame Mira for this?! She would never purposefully hurt her 
hermanas!" 


Julieta was absolutely fuming and Pepa was shocked to find the target of her rage was their 
mamá. 


"Julieta-" Abuela tried but Julieta cut her off, well and truly worked up. 


"No! I don't want to hear you blaming Mirabel for this again. Luisa's problems are not 
Mira's." 


Pepa could feel a cloud forming as she realised what her hermana was talking about. 


"Ay mama, Felix told me that you've been blaming Mira," she said, making her presence 
known and drawing their attention. "Mirabel is fifteen. You can't blame her for something 
like this. Luisa is working through her own problems." 


"Pepa-" 


"No," Pepa slashed her hand through the air. "Mirabel has been withdrawing from the family 
because of this and I won't have it. Leave mi sobrina alone mamá." 


She caught Julieta's hand and drew her still fuming hermana away from their mamá. 


As they rounded the corner they found Camilo still there. Pepa raised an eyebrow at him and 
he flushed but didn't go scampering off. 


"Luisa doesn't blame Mira," he told them. "I asked her and she looked confused just at the 
idea. She said that Mira was just trying to help her since she was overworking herself." 


Juliata's focus snapped back at those words and away from her anger. 
"Oh my poor mijas," she sighed. "How did I miss this? How much more have I missed?” 


Pepa wrapped her arm around her hermana ïs shoulders. A look shot at Camilo sent him 
running to his room and Pepa led Julieta back to the kitchen. 


“We all missed it,” she admitted with a sigh, pushing Julieta into a chair before moving to 
gather what she needed for a nice calming cup of tea. “We were all so caught up in our lives 
that Mirabel slipped through the cracks.” 


“Like Bruno,” Julieta whispered, making Pepa freeze for a moment. She forced herself to 
move again. 


“Si,” she murmured. 


The sisters sat there with cups of tea, both deep in their thoughts of the past and present as the 
family slumbered away around them. 


“I must do better,” Julieta gripped her cup harder until Pepa laid a hand on hers. 


“Julieta, I think Luisa needs your focus for the moment. Camilo is making sure that Mirabel 
doesn’t feel left out. Greet her and talk to her when you see her. Invite her to participate. But 
even I'll admit that Luisa is struggling the most right now. It's taking all your energy, all of 
Agustin’s too, I can see it. Let us help. Family helps each other out after all. Isn’t that what 
you said when I was struggling after Camilo was born?” 


“He was a spitfire that one,” Julieta chuckled. 


“Still is,” Pepa smiled. “So let us help. Show Mirabel you care and see her, but don’t stretch 
yourself too thin.” 


Julieta’s smile dropped. “I feel like that’s too late already,” she admitted quietly. “I feel like 
any moment the slightest amount of pressure in the wrong place will cause me to snap. It 
almost happened tonight with mama. I could feel my temper fraying.” 


She sighed, her shoulders hunching in on herself at the admission. 
“I can’t see Mirabel, or any of them, go through what Bruno did.” 


Pepa gripped her hands tightly, the fear at the mere idea of one of their children leaving in the 
dead of the night when it all became too much leaving her breathless. 


“We won’t let that happen,” she swore. 
A determined light flickered in Julieta’s eyes and she nodded sharply. 


“We won't,” she agreed. 


Pepa was searching for her youngest since the animals were running wild in Casita again 
when she stumbled on the conversation. 


“Your impression is terrible Camilo,” Mirabel insisted, making Pepa pause. 
“Excuse you?” Camilo sounded offended. “My impressions are the best.” 

“Not that one,” Mirabel argued. “It’s awful.” 

“She’s not wrong,” Dolores pointed out. 

“I wanna see it!” Antonio pleaded. “Who is it?” 

“It’s all wrong!” Mirabel declared dramatically. 

“How would you know?” Camilo asked with a huff. 

“I remember him better than you do,” Dolores said. “And I agree with Mirabel.” 
“Who is it?!” Antonio whined. 


m? 


“PI show you! My impressions are always the best!” Camilo seemed to have reached the end 
of his rope as Pepa opened the door to see what on earth they were on about. 


And she came face to face with... well, really the worst impression that her Camilo had ever 
done. 


The room was frozen for a moment before Dolores squeaked and Camilo hurriedly 
shapeshifted out of what was undeniably an attempt at his Tio Bruno. 


She expected it to hurt. She expected to feel anger and pain and- 
Pepa burst into laughter. 
“Was that supposed to be your Tio Bruno?!” she asked around gales of laughter. 


Camilo looked highly offended and Pepa managed to quiet her laughter to suppressed 
snickers. 


“Lo siento mijo,” she struggled with her giggles, moving over to kiss his forehead in apology. 
“But that is an awful impression of your Tio.” 


“Well I was five,” he pointed out with a huff. 


Pepa gave him a sad smile. “That you were,” she sighed. It was their own fault for refusing to 
talk about her hermano. Of course the children wouldn’t know about him. 


“Ay but Bruno is so little mijo. Tiny. You made him far too tall.” She explained, tucking a 
stray curl of his hair behind his ear. “Come with me.” 


Curious, the children trailed behind Pepa as she led them to her room. 


“Let me show you,” she ignored the clouds in the room that betrayed the wistful sadness she 
felt and went to her closet, digging around for a while. 


She’d never had the heart to actually do it, despite saying that she had thrown them away. 


Pepa pulled out a shoebox and gestured for them to come closer. Once they were all settled 
on the ground around her, Antonio in her lap, she opened the box and allowed the photos 
inside to tumble out. 


The older children inhaled sharply at the old pictures. Pepa picked up one in particular that 
showed all three Madrigal triplets just before Julieta got married. 


“See? Bruno is tiny. Always was. Shorter than Julieta even.” Pepa pointed to the figure in 
green, trying to ignore the way her heart twisted. 


The children all leaned in to see, curiosity shining in their eyes. 


It had likely been Agustin who took the photo as both Pepa and Julieta had both arms around 
a bewildered Bruno’s neck as they ambushed him for the picture. 


Her heart ached at the sight of him but she kept her eyes dry. 
Not now, not in front of the children. 
Clear skies clear skies. 


“Huh,” Camilo broke her out of her thoughts. “He really is small. Guess I got that wrong. 
And his eyes aren’t glowing green.” 


“Sí, ” Pepa put the photo down and let them pick through the memories and study them. 
“Bruno’s eyes only glowed green when he was having a vision. Those moments could seem 
very scary to children I suppose. He’d usually stop what he was doing and stare blankly 
ahead for a moment. I think I remember you running into him during one of those times 
Camilo. That might be why you remember him so strangely.” 


“And the rats?” he asked. 


Pepa snorted. “Ay si, Bruno and his rats.” She couldn’t help but sound fond. “He loved them. 
Kept feeding them even when Abuela told him not to. Eventually, they started following him 
everywhere.” 


She gingerly touched one photo, from one of their birthday parties. She’d managed to get a 
picture of Bruno smiling and laughing at something. Probably Felix. Her husband had 
enjoyed making her hermano laugh. 


Another pang went through her heart. She wondered how he was. Where he was. Was he 
eating enough? Sleeping enough? Did the visions still plague him as badly as they used to? 


Was he happy? 


She blinked tears out of her eyes and refocused to find all of the children staring at her in 
worry. 


“Mamá? ” Camilo asked in concern and she shook her head. 

“T’m fine mijo. Just... Memories,” she sighed. 

“Do you miss him?” Antonio asked with the innocence only a five-year-old could have. 
Pepa’s lip quivered. “Every day Tonio,” she whispered. 

Camilo immediately moved forward to hug her while Antonio twisted to do the same. 

They really were sweet. 

“And you don’t talk about him because it hurts,” Mirabel realised. 

Pepa sighed again. “Sí. Losing someone like that... it hurts. And it never really goes away.” 
“Maybe he’ll come home one day?” Antonio suggested hopefully. 


Pepa had to close her eyes against the grief that tugged at her heart. Come back? To a mother 
and town that belittled him and asked too much of him at the same time? To a family that 
never stood up for him? 


“Maybe mijo,” she whispered, looking up to try and keep the tears at bay. “Maybe.” 


She was surprised when Dolores and Mirabel joined the hug, sending them all toppling over. 
Moments later everyone was laughing. 


“Who knows Tia,” Mirabel spoke up. “Anything’s possible. We have our own, personal 
miracle after all.” 


And Pepa couldn’t help but smile in the face of that optimism and hope. 
Ay, she should have talked about Bruno a lot sooner... 
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Mirabel was searching for one of Bruno’s rats that she’d seen running around when she 
stumbled on Isabela on the roof. Initially, she froze up. She had been doing her best to avoid 
her oldest hermana. But then she noticed Isabela’s quick move to wipe her eyes and concern 
overshadowed her plan to stay out of everyone’s way. 


“Isa? Are you crying?” 


“No!” Isabela snapped immediately. She wiped her cheeks and straightened up, turning a 
fiery glare on her youngest hermana. “Why would I be crying? I’m getting married to the 
most popular guy in the village. Everything is perfect.” 


A cactus sprouted up between them. 
They both stared at it for a moment before Isabela kicked it off the roof almost frantically. 
“I’m fine!” she declared heatedly. “Leave me alone!” 


Mirabel watched her hermana leave the roof via her vines, nonplussed by what had just 
happened. 


Isabela glared at her door when a knock sounded. Taking a few deep breaths, she plastered on 
her best smile and opened it. 


Only to find no one and nothing except for a bundle of material tied with a ribbon. 
Smile falling in the face of her confusion, Isabela looked around suspiciously. 
If this was a prank by Camilo... 


After a moment she decided to just see what it was. So she picked it up with a vine (just in 
case) and returned to her bed. 


Now that she was looking closer, she spotted a note. 
Curiosity well and truly piqued, Isabela read the short letter. 
Isa 


I know you don t really want to hear from me and I promise I’m doing my best to stay out of 
your way so I dont ruin anything. But you seemed kind of stressed and I guess an 
engagement and wedding does sound super stressful. 


So I hope this helps? Either way, it's nice and soft and the material is great to muffle a 
scream in. I’ve done it a few times and no one except Dolores ever heard. And she never tells 
anyone. 


Hope you like it. If you don t, you dont have to keep it. 
Mira 


Isabela stared blankly at the letter and reread it a few times before turning her baffled gaze to 
the bundle of material. 


Unfolding it revealed a lap blanket in deep, royal purple with gold embroidery of a multitude 
of plants and flowers. 


Isabela stared at it. 


It didn’t match her delicate, pink aesthetic at all. It didn’t go with her clothes or her room and 
it was such a bold colour that she’d never think to wear it. 


It was- 
Isabela buried her face in the blanket and screamed. 


How was Mirabel the only one to notice that she was stressed?! How?! When Mirabel was 
barely around anymore? 


Which was because she didn’t want to ruin Isabela’s day. Like it was a given that she would 
if she showed up. 


But she still made her a blanket, a purple and gold blanket that didn’t go with anything that 
she could scream into even though she’d been so horrible to her hermana lately. 


The scream cut off into sobs. Great, big, heaving, ugly sobs. The kind that Abuela would be 
horrified to hear come from her. But Isabela didn’t care for once. 


She curled up on her bed and clutched the blanket her hermana had made for her and cried. 


Oh she’d been a terrible hermana. Absolutely awful. She’d been such a bitch to Mirabel 
lately and she didn’t even know why! 


Everything was just wrong. 


She’d been promised the life of her dreams but instead she was being forced to marry a man 
she didn’t find attractive at all. Who bored her to death with his poetry and songs. Who 
wanted to have five kids! 


Five! 


She wasn’t even sure if she wanted to have any! 


She could feel the panic coming over her and let it sweep her under this time, using the 
blanket as an anchor. 


She was being made to marry someone she didn’t love. 
She was being pushed into a life she’d never truly wanted. 


She couldn’t stop her Gift from going awry and it was taking all she had (with Casita’s help) 
to hide the cacti that kept sprouting up whenever her control slipped in the slightest. 


She was spiralling and no one had noticed. 
Except apparently Mirabel. 

Who she’d been awful to. 

She was the worst big sister ever. 


Isabela sniffled into the blanket. Great, now she’d got Mirabel’s present wet too. She was a 
mess. 


She sat up and looked around her room, at the neat rows of roses, everything planned to 
absolute perfection. 


Oh how she was starting to hate ‘perfection’. 


She slumped back on the bed. But she wasn’t being perfect, was she? She was being a terrible 
hermana. 


She stared at the blanket as a new determination started to burn in her. No more. She was 
going to fix at least this one thing. If she was going into a marriage, into a life she didn’t 
want, she was at least going to have good relationships with her hermanas when she did. 


It was decided then. Isabela was going to make it up to Mirabel. 
She’d start at the party tonight. 

Isabela stared straight ahead. 

Oh yeah... the party. Where the wedding date would be announced. 


Isabela buried her face in the blanket again and screamed. 


Luisa glanced at the door miserably when someone knocked. It was only the thought that 
someone needed her that got her out of bed. 


The same thought made icy dread settle in her stomach. 


What if her Gift fizzled out in the middle of lifting something again? 


What if she couldn't be useful and they were disappointed. 

Again? 

Luisa sniffled and hurried to wipe her face. 

She could do this, she could do this. 

She opened the day with a wide smile, already feeling her eye starting to twitch. 
But there was no one there. 

Instead, a small box with a note sat in front of her door. 


Luisa looked around for a moment but she didn't see anyone. So, confused, she picked the 
box up and went back into her room. 


She sat on her bed and looked at the note first. 
Luisa 


I'm sorry for all the trouble I've caused. I never meant to make all this happen. I was just 
worried about you. 


Don't worry, I'll stay away but I just wanted to apologise. 
Take care of yourself. 
Mira 


Luisa stared at the letter in bafflement. Why would Mirabel be blaming herself? She didn't do 
anything wrong. She was just worried and tried to help. 


It reminded her of the odd conversation she'd had with Camilo before. He'd been asking her if 
she'd blamed Mirabel for everything. 


She should speak to her hermanita. She'd do that at the party tonight. It was time she sucked 
it up and left her room again anyway. 


Before that, Luisa opened the box. Her breathing caught before a proper smile pulled at her 
lips for the first time in a while. 


Inside was a red ribbon embroidered with donkeys with horns. Donkey-corns as they called 
them when they were little. It was an inside joke between the two of them. 


Luisa abruptly missed the time she was a kid fiercely. Things were a lot easier then. 
She stroked over the ribbon and decided that she really needed to talk to Mirabel. 


Even if it was to just tell her that she wasn't to blame. 


The party was just starting when Dolores ran into Casita, panting. 

She was fuming, livid. She'd never been this angry before in her life, not even at Camilo. 
The temper she'd inherited from her mother was well and truly ignited. 

"Dolores?" Camilo asked as she stalked forward. 

She gave a sharp shake of her head as Isabela came into sight, looking radiant and perfect. 
Luisa crept down after her but it seemed like she was looking for someone. 

As Tia Julieta hurried forward to hug them both, Luisa spoke. 

"Mama, where's Mirabel?" She asked. 

Before anyone could answer, Dolores spoke up. 


"Abuela told her not to come," she said coldly, drawing their attention. "I heard her say it on 
my way back. She told Mirabel that she didn't want Isabela's night to be ruined so she 
shouldn't show up." 


Silence descended on the room. 


Julieta and Pepa froze completely and a thundercloud started forming above Pepa's head. 
Agustin looked aghast and Felix wasn't even trying to talk his wife down, glaring at Abuela. 


Isabela had stopped mid-step, smile faltering. Luisa looked perplexed at Dolores' words. 


Camilo swung a vicious glare on Abuela and Dolores knew he might start shouting any 
moment now. He was getting sick of Mirabel's treatment. 


"Now Dolores-" Abuela started but Dolores was done with hearing her family get hurt and 
doing nothing about it. 


"No!" She said, much louder than usual, startling just about everyone. "I am tired of this. I 
am sick and tired of hearing you do this to her! Mirabel didn't do anything! She's done 
nothing but love this family! And this is all she gets in return?! She doesn't have some evil 
plot to ruin Isabela’s party but you've barred her from attending, because, what? Why? 
Why?!" 


Her voice echoed a bit in the silent room. She was shaking with fury. She'd run back to the 
house with Mirabel's sobs ringing in her ears as she went to the only one she thought could 
understand, telling Tio Bruno what happened between the crying as he desperately tried to 

comfort her. 


She'd cried herself to sleep by the time Dolores got back and now she could hear her Tio 
fretting over Mirabel, worrying about her and angrily muttering to himself about Abuela. 


"After Mirabel caused problems with Luisa I didn't want that to happen again," Abuela 
defended herself. 


"Wait what?" Luisa interrupted. "What are you talking about? Mirabel didn't cause any 
problems with me." 


"She upset you to the point your Gift was affected." 


"What? No! Mirabel was worried about me because my eye was doing this twitching thing it 
does when I'm stressed because I was overworked, and all she did was talk to me and give me 
a hug. I'm the one who started to overthink and worry about everything! I haven't even 
spoken to Mirabel since then-" 


She cut off as they all realised what that meant. 

"You told her to stay away from me?" Luisa sounded hurt. 

"And away from me?" Isabela's voice was calm but there was a bubbling anger underneath it. 
"That's why she's been so absent lately?" Agustin asked. 


That was the moment that Pepa removed her hand from her hermana's arm and she stepped 
back, allowing Mt. Julieta to erupt with no obstacles. Dolores could have sworn she heard 
her Tia's patience audibly snap. 


"How dare you?!" She snarled at Abuela. "How dare you do that to my daughter?! To your 
granddaughter?!" 


The string of curse words she let loose made Dolores scramble to cover Antonio's ears. 


Julieta got in Abuela 5 face and continued her tirade at high volume, making Dolores' ears 
ring. She didn't care though. This was a long time coming. 


Pepa got in on it when Abuela tried to justify herself, the husbands got in on it when Julieta 
almost launched herself at the woman. 


Isabela and Luisa were watching the argument with wide eyes while Dolores and Camilo 
snuck off. 


"We need to find her," Camilo urged. "She shouldn't be alone. Where did she go Dolores?" 
Dolores hesitated. Mirabel was with Tio Bruno after all. 
"Please Dolores," he pleaded. "We need to be there for her." 


She sighed. "Fine. But you have to promise me Camilo. Whatever you see tonight, you don't 
tell anyone. Especially not mama." 


He looked confused at the condition but nodded. "I promise." 


She took a deep breath and looked around, biting her lip. 

"I know where she is. But I'm not completely sure how to get there. I've never been." 

"I know how," Antonio piped up from behind them. 

They both turned to stare at him. 

"The rats told me," he explained cheerfully, holding one in his hands. 

"Of course they did..." Dolores sighed. 

They followed their hermanito to a large portrait. 

Reaching out, she pressed against it and it swung open, like Casita was inviting them in. 


They glanced at each other and shrugged before climbing inside, the portrait swinging closed 
behind them. 


"We're in the walls, why are we in the walls?" Camilo muttered as they made their way 
through the cramped passages. 


"Do you think Mirabel is okay?" Antonio asked quietly. 

Before Dolores could reassure him, they turned a corner and stopped dead. 

Large, patched-up cracks stretched over the walls, spreading further than they could see. 
"Um, something tells me that's not good," Camilo whispered. 

Dolores nodded mutely. They continued on in silence until they reached an old door. 
Dolores shushed Camilo before he could say anything and knocked politely on the door. 
There was a muffled yelp on the other side. 

"What the hell Dolores?!" Camilo whispered before the door suddenly opened. 

Dolores just started talking. 

"I'm sorry to bother you Tio but we were really worried about Mirabel," she explained. 


Antonio raced past him over to where Mirabel was curled up on an armchair under a green 
blanket, asleep. 


Camilo gaped at Bruno while he just stared wide-eyed at them. 
"Huh, he really is tiny," her hermano mused after the silence stretched for a minute. 


She smacked him over the back of the head. 


"Excuse me?" Bruno asked, bewildered. 

They all jumped at a loud clap of thunder. 

"In in in," Dolores ordered, shoving Camilo inside. 

"Ay mama is angry," Camilo whispered. 

"What?" Bruno still looked painfully confused. And like he might run. 


"Dolores told everyone what Abuela said to Mirabel," Camilo explained, apparently deciding 
he was just going to roll with the fact that his long-lost uncle was living in the walls. 


Bruno paled at his words as another clap of thunder sounded. 
"Ay Julieta is going to kill her," he whispered. 
They were surprised he was more worried about Julieta being angry than Pepa. 


Dolores looked around the room subtly and felt her heart break. It was one thing to know her 
Tio was here, to hear him and Mirabel. But it was something else to see him. 


To see how thin and pale he was. 
How old and worn the furniture here was. 
The painted plate on the table... 


She had to swallow hard, sure that Camilo would have noticed it all as well. Her hermano hid 
it well but he was very observant. 


"So, is someone going to explain?" Camilo asked as Antonio cuddled with Mirabel. She 
didn't stir and only pulled him closer automatically, burying her tear-stained face in his hair. 


"Tio Bruno never left." Dolores finally let the secret she'd been holding tight to her chest spill 
out. "He hid away to protect Mirabel because of his last vision but he didn't want to 
completely leave the family. So Casita found a way he could stay." 


"What vision?" Camilo asked while Bruno shook his head frantically. 

But Dolores had faith in her hermano. And he adored their prima. 

"That Mirabel would either destroy or save the family," she explained simply. 
Camilo blinked a couple of times. 


"That's a dumb vision. The answer's obvious. She's gonna save it. She's Mirabel. She'd never 
hurt the family." 


He looked offended at the mere idea anyone would think differently and Dolores smiled at 
him. 


"I didn't want to take the risk," their Tio sighed, slumping into the only other chair and 
apparently just accepting that most of the kids now knew about him. "I-I'm Bad Luck Bruno 
after all." He stared down at his hands. "Everyone would think the worst." 


Dolores and Camilo settled down next to the armchair, watching their Tio. Camilo was 
frowning slightly, no doubt putting everything together. 


"Abuela," He realised. "You were worried about her reaction." 
The way Bruno's jaw tightened was all the answer they needed. 
"She still treated Mira terribly," Camilo pointed out. 


"I know," Bruno took a deep breath and they realised that he was angry. On their prima's 
behalf. 


It satisfied something in them to see so many people angry with Abuela. 
"Is she going to be okay?" Antonio whispered. 


Bruno turned and a soft smile tugged on the edge of his lips at the sight of the kid curled up 
with Mirabel. 


"She's upset," he admitted. "But with family like you guys, I'm sure she'll be fine." 
Antonio beamed at the words and Dolores smiled. 

Camilo decided at that moment that he liked his Tio. 

They all watched Mirabel sleep for a moment before Dolores spoke again. 


"We won't tell anyone," she promised. "Camilo won't either because else I'll tell mama what 
really happened to her favourite dress." 


Camilo whipped around. "You wouldn't." 

She narrowed her eyes at him. "Try me. I hear everything. I have dirt on everyone." 
She smiled smugly when he abruptly paled. 

"I know everything," she repeated and smirked. 


No one ever believed him, but Camilo had always known that his hermana was evil. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Hermanito - Little brother (Again, I think?) 


Family Sticks Together 


Mirabel came awake slowly with the familiar headache that came from crying herself to 
sleep. 


In all honesty, she wanted to burrow down into the blanket and never face the world again. 
But that wasn't possible because she wasn't in her room. And Antonio was cuddling with her. 
She'd run to her Tio after Abuela spoke to her. 

So how was Antonio cuddling with her? 

Mirabel bolted straight upright and stared at the scene before her. 

Tio Bruno was sitting on the other chair, looking bewildered. 

Dolores was trying to feed him something, scolding him for not eating nearly enough. 
Which, yes, but more importantly how was she here?! 

And Camilo was there too! Holding the prophecy and shifting it left and right. 


"Destruction. Fixed. Destruction. Fixed." He seemed to be having way too much fun with 
that. 


"You're awake Mira!" Antonio's happy exclamation made everyone look over. 
"Mirabel!" Camilo dropped the prophecy and ran over to her. "Are you okay?" 


She stared at him and then at her Tio. He just shrugged before Dolores shoved an arepa into 
his mouth. 


"How?" She asked. 

"Dolores knows everything apparently," Camilo shrugged. 

Dolores just smiled and nodded. 

"Uh..." Mirabel looked around again. "You've known about Tio Bruno this entire time?" 
Dolores nodded. 

"She just didn't know how to get in," Camilo added. 

"The rats told me," Antonio chimed in. 


"Uh huh... and... why are you here?" She asked. 


Camilo's expression darkened, surprising Mirabel. 

"Dolores heard Abuela," He explained. 

Suddenly Mirabel couldn't look any of them in the eye anymore. 
"You've seen the prophecy. She's right to be wary," she mumbled. 


"No no no kid," Bruno was up out of his seat and across the small room in seconds. "I told 
you. It's not set in stone. You are not destined to bring about the end of the family or 
anything. You're the key to saving it." 


Mirabel wasn't really sure about that but her Tio was staring at her with such an earnest 
expression that she didn't have the heart to really argue with him. 


"We are not glass half empty type of people," Camilo added. "We see a half-full glass. And 
then we steal someone else's to fill it." 


Mirabel couldn't help a snort of amusement at that. 
"Distancing yourself from the family isn't the answer," Dolores told her gently. 
"I didn't think anyone would notice," Mirabel admitted quietly. 


"Of course I would!" Camilo exclaimed. "You're my favourite prima! We're practically 
twins!" 


"Your silence was very loud," Dolores added. "I miss hearing you at the parties and around 
the house." 


"I don't like it when you're sad," Antonio whispered. 
Mirabel hugged him tighter as Camilo continued. 


"And mama noticed. She's worried about you. So is papá. And Tia Julieta was livid when she 
realised what Abuela was doing. Tia already yelled at her the other night." 


Mirabel sniffled. She really hadn't expected anyone to notice. 

"Please don't keep pulling away," Camilo pleaded. 

"I don't want to hurt the family," her voice cracked as she said the words. 
"You won't," Dolores said firmly. 


"Distancing yourself is what's going to hurt us," Camilo added quietly. "We miss you Mira.' 


Mirabel bit her lip to hold back a sob. That seemed to be the signal for both Camilo and 
Dolores to dogpile on her and Antonio. 


The tears came pouring out again and Bruno hovered awkwardly as his niece cried in the 
middle of the hug. 


Until Dolores reached out and dragged him into it at least. 

He yelped and somehow found himself in the middle with Mirabel. 

"We're a family and we stick together," Dolores said firmly. 

"What she said," Camilo added. 

Antonio nodded fervently in agreement. 

Bruno gave up on fighting it after that. They'd inherited Pepa's stubbornness after all. 
It was half an hour later than Dolores reluctantly let go. 

"We should go. They're looking for you Mira," she explained. 


The way Mirabel’s expression dropped just about broke her heart so she kept talking, 
listening to the family beyond the walls. 


“Isabela cancelled the party. She refused to have one without both her sisters present. 
They’ve been looking for you for a while.” 


Mirabel looked surprised. “Isa did what?” 


“You don’t want to worry them all too much,” Bruno suggested gently. “Y-You guys should 
all head back before they start to panic.” 


Everyone untangled themselves from each other and stood up. The room was pretty cramped 
with all of them there but that didn’t stop Mirabel from getting over to their Tio and hugging 
him tight. 


“Thank you,” she whispered. 


He tentatively returned the hug. “Anytime kid,” he murmured. “You know you’re welcome 
here whenever you want.” 


“Can we come visit too?” Antonio asked hopefully. 


Dolores covered a smile as Zio Bruno stumbled and stuttered through another ‘of course’ 
since Antonio really was just too cute to be fair. She exchanged a look with Camilo and just 
knew that he’d be visiting their Tio as well. 


It wasn’t fair that he was alone here when all he was trying to do was protect Mirabel from 
Abuela. 


They all said goodbye and made their way out of the walls, Dolores ensuring that no one 
caught them as they left through the painting. 


Moments later Julieta turned the corner and raced over to them, pulling Mirabel into a hug 
and murmuring reassurances to her youngest. 


The other three moved away to give them some space as Isabela and Luisa also came 
running. Dolores smiled to see the rest of their family getting a good group hug in. 


Luisa and Isabela were tripping over themselves to assure Mirabel that they didn’t blame her 
or want her to avoid them. They wanted their sister to be around a lot more often than she had 
been lately. 


Isabela also softly apologised for how she’d treated Mirabel lately to which Mira just replied 
that she knew her oldest hermana was stressed, so it was okay. 


That of course led into a whole conversation over why Isabela was stressed in the first place 
(she just said that a lot was happening in a short amount of time and it was an adjustment, 
which Dolores knew was a lie) and Julieta promised all three that things would start 
changing. They’d cut back on the parties and celebrations so that Isabela could get a break. 
Luisa would get a lot more free time than she had before. And Mirabel was going to be 
included in everything no matter what Abuela might think. 


Dolores let out a soft breath of relief. It wasn’t all fixed or perfect. But it was a start. 


Family Bonding 


Chapter Notes 


Sorry for the delay in this and my other fics. I had some personal problems I had to sort 
out this week. Back to writing again. 


Things settled down after the aborted party. 
But it didn’t go back to ‘normal’. 


The younger generation watched warily as Julieta and Pepa kept up a glaring contest with 
Abuela during breakfast. Julieta had completely lost her mind on her mother the previous 
night. Dolores’ ears were still ringing a little. 


A line had been drawn though. Abuela stayed away from Mirabel or there would be 
problems. 


Pepa was backing her sister up, equally upset. The thunderstorm that had raged all night had 
proven that. 


The kids all wisely escaped the breakfast table as quickly as they could, expecting another 
argument to break out the moment they were gone. Luisa and Isabela swept off with Mirabel, 
determined to spend time with their sister again and thank her for the presents she’d given 
them. 


That left Dolores, Camilo and Antonio to their own devices since no one had been given 
chores for the day. 


Dolores wondered how the day would go with the routine structure shattered... they were all 
used to having something specific to do during the day. 


She honestly didn’t know what to expect. 


“Your eye’s twitching again,” Mirabel pointed out, making Isabela spin around to look at 
Luisa. 


Their sister shifted awkwardly. “I’m just not used to doing... nothing,” she admitted. “I feel 
like I’m supposed to be doing something.” 


Isabela sighed. “I know what you mean. I feel like I’m supposed to be doing something too.” 


Mirabel looked at her sisters, both appearing lost. They were sitting outside, behind Casita so 
they’d be out of sight from most people. 


“Do you remember when we used to sneak off and play in the forest?” she asked, leaning 
against the wall. 


Luisa gave a faint smile. “Yeah, we used to play all sorts of games. Just the three of us.” 
Isabela also gave a smile, hers more wistful. 
“It seems so long ago now...” she whispered. 


“Well, what about a walk?” Mirabel suggested. She didn’t really want to stay around the 
house in case she ran into Abuela. 


“That sounds nice,” Luisa admitted. 


Isabela nodded in agreement after a moment. “Some fresh air would be nice. I’ve been 
cooped up inside for the parties and planning way too much lately.” 


“Sorry about your party last night,” Mirabel apologised as they all stood up, dusting 
themselves off. 


Isabela waved her off. “It wasn’t your fault. It was Abuela’s. I wanted my whole family at the 
party. Not just some.” 


They started walking towards the trees, automatically falling into the same positions they 
used to as children. Mirabel in the middle with Luisa on her left and Isabela on her right. 


It gave her a strong sense of deja vu. They really hadn’t spent any time together, just the three 
of them, in way too long. 


Maybe that was going to change? She’d missed her hermanas... 


Bruno was not prepared for Camilo to come bursting into his room without knocking and 
yelped in surprise when it happened. 


His sobrino just grinned at his shock. 

“Hola Tio Bruno!” the teenager greeted cheerfully. 

“Ho-Hola...” Bruno stuttered out in his surprise. 

“I!” Camilo started dramatically. “Have a problem! My impression of you is terrible!” 


Bruno just blinked at him. 


“Mama laughed at me when she saw it,” he pouted. 


Bruno stared. “Pepa didn’t... yell at you?” he asked tentatively. He knew how much his 
hermana didn’t want to talk about him. 


“Nope,” Camilo sprawled on the floor in front of the chair. “She laughed at me and said I 
made you too tall. Then she showed us pictures of you all as kids.” 


Bruno’s breathing caught. “She... kept those?” he whispered. 


Camilo flicked a subtle glance at his Zio as Bruno hesitantly sat down in the armchair. Bruno 
didn’t notice. He was too stunned by the revelation that Pepa hadn’t thrown out the photos of 
him like she’d claimed to. 


"S-So what brings you here?" Bruno asked nervously. He'd just started to get used to 
Mirabel's visits and Camilo appearing was throwing him off. 


The teenager seemed completely at ease though. 


"I've got to fix my impression!" He said like it was obvious. "So I'm going to spend time with 
you until I get it perfect. I can do everyone in the family perfectly after all." 


Bruno looked stunned at Camilo's easy inclusion of him in the family. He gave his sobrino a 
tentative, shy smile which Camilo returned with a beam. 


Mirabel wasn't the only one who could visit their Tio now. 


"Was Mariano mad about the cancelled party?" Mirabel asked. 


The three sisters were sprawled out on the grass in a small clearing a distance into the forest. 
Isabela was getting grass and leaves on her dress and didn't seem to care. Luisa was picking 
the flowers their older hermana absently created and was making a flower chain. 


It was so similar to how things were in the past that it almost took Mirabel's breath away. 


"No, he said it was fine and that he hoped you were okay. He agreed that the whole family 
should be at the party," she shrugged. 


Mirabel felt a wave of relief though. She hadn't wanted to be the reason that Isabela had a 
fight with Mariano. 


"That's nice of him." 
"Hmmm," Isabela gave a vague hum of agreement, lips pursing. 


Mirabel frowned. That was not Isabela's happy face. That was her 'I'm unhappy with this but 
I won't say anything about it because no one else minds' face. She used to get it all the time 
when they were younger and their mamá served something she didn't particularly like for 
dinner. 


"Isa? Everything alright?" She asked worriedly. 


"Oh? Oh! Everything is fine! Perfect actually," Isabela quickly assured. 

Luisa paused and looked up. 

"Uh huh," Mirabel raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure?" 

"Yes," Isabela said firmly. 

They stared at each other for a moment. 

"You've got the same expression you got when Camilo ate the last slice of cake." 
"What expression?" 

"Annoyed. And kind of sad." 

Isabela's face immediately dropped and Luisa looked concerned. 

"Isabela?" Luisa asked in concern. 


For a moment Isabela looked like she might brush them off. But both of her hermanas were 
staring at her with such concern... 


It just... spilled out. 
"I don't want to marry Mariano!" 


Her hermanas stared at her in shock. 


A polite knock had Bruno practically jumping out of his skin. Camilo had left a while ago 
and he'd just been considering doing another telenovela when the unexpected sound came. 


Hesitantly, he got up and opened the door. 

Dolores stood on the other side with a shy smile and a plate of food. 
"Can I visit for a bit Zio?" She asked in a soft voice. 

"U-uh, s-sure," he stuttered, opening the door slightly. 


Her smile brightened and she stepped inside, handing him the plate. She really was 
determined to feed him, wasn't she? 


He insisted she take the armchair and she agreed if he ate the food while they talked. 
"How are you today Zio?" She asked. 
"Good," he gave her a nervous smile. "Just... not used to all the v-visits." 


A strange look passed over her face. "I should have visited before now," she sighed. 


"What? No! You didn't have to Dolores. It was my choice to leave." 


"But you didn't have to be alone. I'm the one who left you alone. I knew you were here. I 
just... didn't know what to do. I listened to you a lot though." 


He looked up at her in surprise to find her smiling shyly. 
"I listen to your, uh, telenovelas a lot. Whenever I'm in Casita when you do them." 
"You do?" He asked in shock. 


She nodded. "They're very interesting. I didn't see the twist of him being adopted coming at 
all." 


A small smile played around his mouth. 
"I was pretty proud of that season," he admitted quietly. 


"I can't wait for the next episode," she sighed. "It's been driving me crazy not knowing who 
the father is." 


He chuckled a bit. "I was actually going to do the next one before you showed up." 


She perked up and sat forward a bit. "Don't let me stop you." She hesitated a moment. "Do 
you mind if I stay? I'd like to watch a live performance." 


Bruno was genuinely surprised but there was also a bubbling excitement. He hadn't been able 
to tell anyone his stories in years... 


Dolores just smiled as he jumped up to get the little stage set up. 


"What do you mean you don't want to marry him?!" Luisa exclaimed in shock. 
Mirabel was quiet though as she stared at her oldest hermana. 

"You don't love him," she realised. 

Isabela looked away. 

"Oh Isa," Mirabel breathed. "Why did you agree to marry him?" 

"For the family," she said quietly. 


Luisa inhaled sharply. And then Isabela found herself with an armful of her youngest 
hermana. 


"That's not fair," Mirabel mumbled into her dress. "You should be happy too Isa. It's not 
always about the family." 


Isabela felt tears well up in her eyes as she felt Luisa wrap them both in a hug. She hugged 
Mirabel tightly and buried her face in her hermana's curly hair as a few tears slipped free. 


Mirabel was right. It wasn't fair. 


But that didn't change her reality. 


Bruno opened the door for a third time to find his youngest sobrino standing there with a 
wide grin. 


"Can I play with your rats Tio Bruno?" He asked hopefully. "Please?" 


Bruno just melted. How could anyone say no to that face? 


Who Doesn't Know? 


"Wait, let me get this straight. You don't actually want to marry Mariano?" Camilo asked in 
shock. 


Mirabel had asked Dolores and Camilo to join them out in the forest since she thought this 
was something the second generation needed to deal with. 


Isabela shook her head mutely in response to his question, looking miserable. 
"But why?" Dolores asked in disbelief. "He's so sweet and kind and every girl wants him." 


"Eh," both Luisa and Mirabel shrugged in response to that, coaxing a smile from Isabela and 
a mildly offended noise from Dolores. 


"I just, he's not my type okay?" Isabela said in frustration. "He's too-too-has too many 
muscles and he loves all the romantic stuff. And he wants five kids! Five!" 


Her voice went up a notch and Mirabel patted her shoulder. 

"Huh," Camilo mused. "Dolores, you might have a shot." 

His hermana squeaked and smacked him while their primas looked on in confusion. 
"Ow!" Camilo yelped. 

"How did you know?!" Dolores whisper-yelled. 

"Uh, it's kind of obvious. What with the love-sick sighs and longing glances." 

She smacked him again. 

"Wait..." Mirabel stared. "You like Mariano?" 

"Why?" Isabela asked, baffled. 


"He's sweet and he's always taking care of his mama and he just wants to make her proud. He 
writes poetry at night and he's just so sweet okay?!" Dolores was blushing badly. "I've had a 
crush for a while. But I was never going to do anything about it. I would never have hurt you 
like that Isabela. I already knew it was going to happen." 


"What do you mean?" Luisa asked. 
Dolores hesitated. "Tio Bruno told me. Before he left." 


Mirabel and Camilo glanced at each other. 


"I asked him to look into my future." She looked away, tucking a stray curl of hers behind her 
ear. "He told me that the man of my dreams would be betrothed to another. So it's fine. I was 
expecting it." 


"Dolores," Isabela breathed before she pulled her prima into a hug. "I'm so sorry. I didn't 
know." 


"I didn't want you to know," she admitted. "I wanted you to be happy with Mariano. I didn't 
know you didn't want to marry him..." 


Isabela sighed. "What a mess..." 
They all fell silent for a moment. 


"I asked him to look into my future too," she admitted quietly. A slightly bitter twist pulled at 
her lips. "I don't know if he lied about it." 


"Tio Bruno never lied," Dolores said a little sharply. 
Isabela sighed again. "I know. He was a terrible liar." 
"What did he tell you?" Luisa asked hesitantly. 


"That I'd be promised and then given the life of my dreams. And that my power would 
continue to grow." 


She flicked her hand and a rose bush grew nearby. 
"That part is true but the first bit..." she trailed off. 
"Maybe this isn't the life he meant?" Mirabel asked. "Maybe that life is still coming?" 
Isabela shrugged listlessly. "It doesn't matter. It's pretty much over after the wedding." 


She flopped gracelessly onto the grass while the others all looked at each other helplessly. 
They knew that Abuela was set on this wedding happening. 


"I miss him," Isabela mumbled. 
"What?" Luisa asked. 


"Tio Bruno. I know you don't remember him very well Luisa, and Mirabel and Camilo were 
too small, but Zio Bruno was great. He gave the best advice when I was upset. Or he'd just 
listen to me venting." 


She rolled over to look at Dolores. "Remember those plays he'd put on?" She asked. 
Dolores smiled sadly. "Yeah. Camilo loved them and cried when they were over." 


"Hey!" Camilo yelled while Mirabel giggled. 


"Wish I did remember him," Luisa admitted. "It's weird not knowing a member of the family. 
But no one ever wants to talk about him." 


"Mama talked about him the other day," Camilo admitted. "She walked in on me doing my 
Tio Bruno impression." 


"It was terrible," Both Dolores and Mirabel said at the same time. 

"Way too tall," Dolores added. 

"Tio Bruno was tiny," Isabela agreed. 

Camilo threw his hands up in frustration. "I know that now! I fixed it." 

"Can I see?" Luisa asked. "It's just... I can't really remember him. Only the pictures." 


Camilo hesitated and looked at his sister and Mirabel. They stared at each other for a moment 
before they seemed to come to a decision. 


"If you guys promise to keep a secret, we can show you something better," Mirabel told her 
hermanas, dropping her voice. 


Isabela sat up again and both she and Luisa leaned forward. 

"Promise?" Mirabel stressed and they both quickly agreed. 

They all stood up and snuck back to Casita, Isabela and Luisa following them. 
When Dolores confirmed that it was safe, they headed for the painting. 

"A painting?" Isabela asked in confusion. 


Camilo and Mirabel smirked as Dolores pulled the frame away from the wall, revealing the 
hole. 


Both Isabela and Luisa gaped. 
"What?" Luisa whispered. 


Camilo and Mirabel climbed through first, followed by Luisa and Isabela with Dolores 
coming last and closing the painting again. 


"Are we between the walls?" Isabela asked as they started walking. 
"It's kinda creepy in here..." Luisa whispered. 


No one said anything as they passed by the patched-up cracks, though Luisa and Isabela 
looked at them with trepidation. 


"Antonio is already there," Dolores said as they approached the door. 


Mirabel darted ahead to rap on the door and they could all hear the youngest Madrigal's 
excited chattering now. 


Camilo didn't even wait for the door to open, shoving past Mirabel and throwing the rickety 
door wide open. 


"Camilo!" Dolores scolded. 

They heard a yelp and Antonio's happy greeting. 

Mirabel sighed and followed him in. 

Isabela and Luisa followed, perplexed by what was happening. 


That confusion doubled when they walked in to find their missing Tio surrounded by rats and 
Antonio waving happily. 


"What the..." Isabela breathed in shock. 

"Who-" Luisa started as panic spread over the man's face. 

"Tio Bruno?" Isabela whispered. 

She took a shaky step forward, eyes darting around the small, now cramped room. 
"Uh, h-hola Isabela," he greeted her. 


His voice was hoarser than she remembered. He was far too skinny and pale and the bags 
under his eyes suggested that he still didn't get much sleep. 


But he was here. In the walls. 
This whole time? 


No one was quite prepared when she threw herself forward, practically tackling their Zio with 
a hug. Bruno yelped as they went sprawling on the floor. 


Isabela's heart broke at the too bony body in her arms. 
"You didn't leave," she whispered. 


Hesitant arms came around her in a hug and she pressed her face into the familiar green 
ruana. 


"I could never actually leave," he admitted quietly. "At least this way, I got to see you all 
grow up." 


Isabela drew in a shuddering breath. 


And then let it out in a wail. 


Tired of This 
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Eventually, when Isabela's sobs had died down and everyone was calm again, they all 
managed to squeeze into the small room. 


Bruno was shoved into the armchair while Camilo, Mirabel, Antonio and Dolores sat in front 
of him on the floor. Isabela sat on the other chair by the table, fingers running over the 
painted plate and lip quivering still. Luisa sat a little to the side since she didn't want to crowd 
their Zio too much. 


It was a tight fit but they made it work. 


Dolores ended up explaining what had happened, all the way from the vision that started it 
all. When Mirabel started shifting uncomfortably as the vision was brought out, Camilo 
nudged her with his shoulder comfortingly. Bruno watched anxiously as his last two sobrinas 
studied the green glass. 


They were all a little shocked when Isabela practically threw the pieces to the ground. 
"Abuela can never see this," she insisted, wide eyes locked on Mirabel. "Never." 
"Duh," Camilo rolled his eyes. 


"That's why you've been keeping your distance?" Luisa asked quietly. "You were afraid of 
that?" 


Mirabel bit her lip. 
"Your Gift started acting up when I got involved," she whispered. 


"No!" Isabela surged to her feet. "No! Mirabel Madrigal, none of this is your fault. None of it, 
do you hear me?! We've already established that Luisa's Gift going on the fritz is because 
she's been overworked and people expected too much. And mine's acting up because of my 
stress, nothing else!" 

Everyone stared at her. 


"Your Gift is acting up?" Camilo asked in surprise. 


Isabela flushed as she realised her slip and in response a cactus sprouted up in the middle of 
the room. 


"Oh," Mirabel mused. "That's what the cactus on the roof was about." 


"That's why I've been finding them all around the house..." Camilo realised. "I sat on one the 
other day!" 


Mirabel snorted in amusement at that. 


Isabela crossed her arms with a huff. "Yes, my Gift is acting up," she snapped, a blush high 
on her cheeks. “Casita has been helping me hide the cacti...” 


Bruno leaned forward. "I don't know, I still think it looks nice." 
Everyone turned to look at him and he started stuttering again. 
"I-I mean, wh-what's wrong with g-growing more than r-roses?" 
They turned to look at the cactus again. 


"Actually, yeah. Why do you mainly grow roses and some other flowers on demand?" 
Mirabel asked. "The cactus is cute. Still nice to look at even if it's pointy." 


Isabela was staring at the plant like she'd never seen it before. 
"Roses are Abuela s favourite flower," Bruno was the one to answer. 
"T used to make them for her and after a while..." Isabela trailed off. 


"It was expected," Bruno sighed heavily. "That's how all the Gifts end up going. You do 
something a few times, a-and suddenly it's just what's expected. "Whether that's visions. 
Healing. Rain during a dry season." He shook his head, frustration plain in his eyes. "It stops 
being a favour or special. And starts being a duty." 


"Helping to move or carry everything all the time," Luisa murmured. "Even if they could 
have done it themselves. Or it's for a really dumb reason." 


"Passing on any rumours or information you hear. And now having to purposefully listen for 
it," Dolores whispered. 


"Helping entertain a few kids. And then becoming the town babysitter. Or substitute... 
anyone," Camilo mumbled. 


Bruno looked pained as he looked over them all. 


"And then when you've got no Gift... you're not allowed to help at all," Mirabel muttered, 
arms wrapped around herself. 


Isabela sat down heavily in her seat again. 
"When did our family get so messed up?" She wondered. 


"When the town stopped looking at us as people," Bruno sighed. "When they only saw the 
Gifts." 


"Or nothing at all," Mirabel frowned. "They don't even really see papa or Tio Felix," she 
realised. "They're just... the husbands. The clumsy one..." 


"And the one who controls mama," Camilo said with a scowl. 


They all stared at each other, lost, while Antonio listened quietly. He wasn't really sure what 
they meant by all of that but they seemed sad. He didn't like it when his family was sad. 


"And if things don't go their way..." Dolores whispered. "Then they get angry. Like with you 
Tio Bruno." He flinched a little at that. "They wanted you to always tell them good things. 
But you didn't control the future. You just saw it." 


"And they're the ones who asked for the vision in the first place," Isabela scowled. "I still 
remember that girl whose fish died. It was super old! Of course it was going to die soon!" 


"And the guy with the gut," Dolores rolled her eyes. "Dios mio. He could have just gone on a 
diet." 


Bruno smiled at his sobrinas' words. 


"They do it to mama too," Camilo pointed out softly. "She's never allowed to be upset by 
anything." 


"The only time she's allowed to cry is when they need rain," Dolores added with a frown. 
"And then she has to cry. She doesn't have a choice." 


Their Tio looked pained at that reminder. The others hadn't really considered that before. 
Pepa only really showed her vulnerability around Felix and her children sometimes. 


“Our family is so messed up,” Luisa groaned. 
They all gave mumbles of agreement. 


“But, uh, what brought you all here?” Bruno asked, trying to distract them from depressing 
thoughts. 


“Oh yeah,” Mirabel perked up. “Isa, you said that Tio Bruno always gave you good advice. 
Maybe he can help?” 


Bruno looked over at a fidgeting Isabela. 

“Mi flor?” he asked gently. 

And Isabela just crumbled at the old nickname. 
“I don’t want to marry Mariano,” she blurted out. 
He blinked at her. “Well, yeah. I knew that.” 


They all looked at him in disbelief and he squirmed. 


“T-it was obvious?” he defended himself. “Isabela got that f-forced smile on her f-face 
whenever he was brought up at dinner.” 


Isabela dropped her head in her hands and groaned. 
“How did no one else notice?” Mirabel mumbled to herself. 


“Everyone’s c-caught up in wedding f-fever. Both Pepa’s and Julieta’s weddings didn’t go p- 
perfectly. So your Abuela is trying to make up for that. No one thought that you might not 
want to get married b-because they were both happy when they did,” Bruno explained. “J-just 
tell your mamá. She’ ll stop it i-immediately.” 


“I can’t do that Tio,” Isabela mumbled. “No one’s ever refused to get married in the family 
before. They won’t take it well.” 


He gave her an odd look. 

“I did?” 

“What?” 

“T refused to get m-married.” 

“What?!” Everyone yelled in shock and he flinched back a little. 


“Uh, I-I just didn’t w-want to?” he stuttered unsurely. “Juli and Pepa s-supported me and r- 
refused to let mama force a wedding.” 


Isabela stared at him in disbelief. “Mama really didn’t mind?” she asked tentatively. 


He shook his head. “Juli yelled at Abuela. It was their b-biggest fight. Pepa thunderstormed 
for d-days. Eventually, mamá gave in and d-dropped it.” 


They all looked at each other in surprise and Mirabel caught a glimpse of hope in Isabela’s 
eyes. 


“Well...” they looked at her when she piped up. “That makes things a lot simpler.” 
Camilo grinned. “I can’t wait for the fireworks. 
Dolores smacked her hermano. “Don’t be a jerk.” 


“T’m not!” he argued. “I’m just tired of Abuela always getting her way. It’ll be nice to see 
someone stand up for one of us for once. This whole thing with Mira is the first time it’s 
happened in years.” 


Bruno winced. “Y-Yeah... D-Don’t think that they d-don’t love you. Mama is just...” he 
trailed off, eyes going a little distant. “It’s hard to say no to mama... 


“Well, we are,” Camilo said defiantly. “As a group. We’re saying no more. I’m tired of just 
being a convenient replacement for anyone in the village.” 


“I’m tired of being the gossip girl,” Dolores sighed. 
“T want a vacation,” Luisa admitted. 
“T’m sick of pink!” Isabela blurted out. 


They all stared at her for a moment before Mirabel snorted. Moments later they were all 
laughing, even Isabela. 


Bruno watched them all with wonder. The second generation was coming together as a solid 
unit to protect each other. He smiled. Things were looking up. He’d never wanted them to 
suffer like he did. Like his hermanas did. 


Maybe things were going to change? Maybe things would get better? 


Chapter End Notes 


Mi Flor - My Flower (I think) 


Take a Stand 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Things shifted in the Madrigal household and the adults had no idea when or how it had 
happened. 


But the younger members of the family were acting odd. 


Isabela was suddenly incredibly difficult to find. If they didn’t know any better, they’d think 
that Casita was helping her hide from them. 


Luisa kept vanishing from the house entirely, taking walks through the forest without 
warning. 


Dolores seemed to have taken to avoiding Abuela entirely, her hearing allowing her to do that 
with ease. She always had Antonio with her as well. 


Mirabel was usually with either her hermanas or Camilo. She also seemed to have stopped 
pulling away from them to Julieta’s and Pepa’s relief. 


Camilo was the one who surprised them the most though. He wasn’t avoiding anyone. But he 
also seemed to be going through something of a rebellious phase. Or maybe defiance was a 
better word? 

But it was only directed at Abuela. 


When she told him to go help someone by shapeshifting, he flat out refused and went to do 
something else. They weren’t sure if this was him acting up because of how Abuela had 
treated Mirabel but the teenager refused to back down to her. 


Everything was building up to an explosion so they weren’t truly surprised when it happened. 


It was a clear day when Abuela reached the end of her rope, dealing with her normally 
obedient family turning disobedient seemingly overnight. 


They weren’t surprised that she blamed Mirabel either. 


Most of them were in town when it happened. The townsfolk hadn’t known how to take the 
younger generation’s abrupt change of attitude and watched them in confusion. Mirabel 
hadn’t come down with them since she’d claimed she wasn't feeling well. In truth, she’d 
wanted to visit their Zio which Dolores could understand. With most of them knowing about 
him now, all of the younger Madrigals were visiting whenever they could. 


Isabela always showed up with a new plant she was experimenting with to get Bruno’s 
opinion. 


Dolores went regularly to keep up on the telenovelas. 


Camilo entertained his Tio with stories of his pranks and the trouble he’d gotten into over his 
life outside of Casita, delighted when he made the man laugh. 


Luisa hid away with him for quiet time and they talked about many things as she learned 
about her long-lost family member. 


Antonio visited both Bruno and the rats and played translator for his Tio. 


Mirabel had been thrilled that Bruno was getting more visits and that everyone had accepted 
him so easily. But she did like spending time with her Tio on her own. They’d just talk and 
he’d tell her stories about Julieta and Pepa as kids. 


Dolores hadn’t noticed when Abuela disappeared, too focused on avoiding Mariano since she 
didn’t want her heart broken today thanks. She knew that Isabela didn’t want to marry him 
now. But that didn’t change much. Mariano still loved Isabela. 


Her heart ached to think of him being rejected but she wanted her prima to be happy too. 


When the first shouted words reached her ears she froze in the middle of the street, Camilo 
walking right into her. 


“Dolores!” he complained. 
“Mirabel,” she whispered. “Abuela cornered Mirabel back home.” 
“You are tearing this family apart!” 


“Selfish!” 


I 


“Not getting a Gift is no excuse to hurt our familia.’ 


Dolores’ blood started to boil as the accusations reached her. Camilo cursed and turned to run 
back already. She followed quickly, waving at Luisa and Isabela to follow. They caught her 
frantic movements and didn’t ask questions, racing over to try and catch up with Camilo’s 
sprinting. 


Their parents saw them running and no doubt thought that something was wrong (which it 
was) so they abandoned what they were doing to chase after their children. 


As they got closer, Dolores could hear more. She could hear Mirabel’s cut-off attempts to 
defend herself. She could hear her prima 5 heartbeat and too-fast breathing. 


She could hear her Tio 5 worried muttering as cracks spread throughout Casita, the sound 
making Dolores’ heart drop. 


Camilo was the first one in, Casita throwing the doors open before he even touched them. He 
didn’t even pause, didn’t hesitate. He threw himself between Mirabel and Abuela, defiantly 
staring the old woman down as he blocked her view of his prima. 


Dolores’ temper just snapped when she saw the wet sheen to Mirabel’s eyes and the way 
she’d curled in on herself again. 


She was her mamá 5 daughter after all. She may seem calm most of the time, but she had 
Pepa's temper when it came to explosiveness. 


“How dare you?” she demanded. “How dare you speak to Mirabel that way?!” 
Dolores stalked towards their surprised Abuela. 
“Dolores-” 


Dolores made a sharp gesture that she’d learned from her mama and Abuela surprisingly fell 
silent. 


“What kind of Abuela berates and insults her nieta like this? Accuses her like this? I heard 
the horrible things you said. That you always say!” 


She vaguely noticed Luisa hurrying over to Mirabel and pulling her into a protective hug but 
her attention was fully on Abuela and the anger burning in her veins. 


“I told you to stay away from Mirabel,” Tia Julieta’s voice cut in. There was a dangerous 
edge to her voice and thunder boomed faintly in the distance as Pepa took in the scene from 
the door. 


The entire family was there now. Luisa and Camilo stood with Mirabel, clearly protective. 
Isabela had moved to stand next to Dolores, glaring at Abuela. 


Julieta was already moving forward while Pepa passed Antonio over to Felix. Her normally 
jovial father was stone-faced for once, not holding Pepa back as a cloud formed over her 
head. 


Abuela looked around at everyone before apparently deciding to make her stand. 
That was fine. Dolores was making her own stand. And her family was with her. 
“T’m looking out for the family,” Abuela insisted. 

“Mirabel is family!” Camilo exploded. 

“She’s been hurting everyone in this family-” 

“How?!” Dolores exclaimed. “You’re the only one who seems to think this!” 
“She upset Luisa-” 

“No she didn’t!” Luisa was sounding angry now. 

“She disrupted Antonio’s Gift Ceremony-” 


“Ay it was barely an interruption!” Pepa snapped. “The party continued right after!” 


Dolores caught sight of cracks climbing the walls as the sound reached her ears and she 
suddenly felt fear flood her. She met Mirabel’s wide eyes and realised that her prima was the 
only other one to have noticed. 


“She ruined Isabela’s party-” 
Isabela exploded. 


A string of curses ripped out of the ‘princesa perfecta’ of the Madrigal family and brought 
the argument to a screeching halt as everyone gaped at her. 


“Mirabel ruined my party? Mirabel?! No no no Abuela. That was you and your decision to 
exclude my hermana from attending! That was your fault.” 


“Tsabela, I just want it all to be perfect-” 
Dolores could almost hear her prima snap. 


“I don’t care if it’s perfect! I don’t care if it even happens!” she screamed, not seeming to 
notice as a variety of colourful plants exploded into view around her. “J don t even want to 
get married to him!” 


She glared at their shocked Abuela. 


“T only agreed to the marriage because it would be good for the family. Because everyone 
seemed so excited about the idea. I never wanted it! I don’t love Mariano! He’s a great guy 
but I’m not attracted to him!” 


“Isa...” Julieta whispered in shock but Isabela was on a roll. 


“I am so sick of all of this! What’s even the point of doing ‘what’s best for the family’ when 
it’s this screwed up?!” she gestured violently around at her plants. “I’m a mess! Pm a 
stressed-out mess! I’m miserable and I hate pink so much and I’m sick of roses! I’m tired of 
being your perfect princess! I’m tired of not being allowed to be me!” 


“I’m sick of it too,” Camilo spoke up before Abuela could. “I’m sick of people wanting 
anyone else but me. I’m sick of using my Gift so much that I’m always hungry. I’m sick of 
being a glorified babysitter for every kid in town! I’m sick of ‘we need another Jose’ and 
‘another Fernando’ and ‘another anyone who isn’t Camilo’!” 


Mirabel reached out to put her hand on Camilo’s shoulder as his voice cracked at the end. 


“T’m tired,” Luisa spoke up. “I’m tired of everyone wanting me to do something for them. 
Moving tables that they could have moved with a bit of effort. Moving the church because 
they want morning sunlight. Moving the bridge because they don’t want to build another. 
Gathering the donkeys because they couldn’t be bothered to fix the fence. Why bother when 
they know PII just solve the problem for them? I never get a break and I’m so depressed that 
I just want to cry all the time.” 


Now Mirabel looked torn between hugging her hermana or her primo. She settled with 
keeping a hand on Camilo’s shoulder and the other on Luisa’s arm. Camilo leaned subtly 
back into the touch. 


“I'm tired of being forced to listen to everyone’s private conversations and tell you all of it 
‘for the good of the community’. I hate breaching their privacy,” Dolores couldn’t stop the 
words, even as the cracks became louder and rang in her ears. 


“It’s our duty to help this community,” Abuela said sharply. 


“Oh shut up!” Pepa yelled, drawing her mama up short in shock. Lightning flickered above 
Pepa's head as she lost it. “That’s all you ever care about! ‘For the good of the community’. It 
didn’t matter if I had to have my emotions literally toyed with so that the right weather would 
happen. It didn’t matter that Julieta worked herself to the bone in the kitchen because you put 
the weight of the community’s lives on a five-year-old. It didn’t matter that Bruno collapsed 
from overusing his visions and suffered severe migraines for days. You didn’t care. Because 
all that matters to you is the community. Your nietas and nieto are telling you, to your face, 
that they are unhappy. That they feel more like tools to the community than actual people. 
And you don’t care? My niños just told you that they aren’t happy and you don’t care?!” She 
strode forward, putting herself between Abuela and Camilo. “I will not allow you to hurt my 
children like you hurt us.” Her voice dropped drastically at the end but it sounded like a 
promise. 


Abuela looked stunned but anger rapidly took over. 
“Don’t bring Bruno into this. He didn’t care about this family and-” 
Okay, the anger was back. 


“Tio Bruno loved this family!” Dolores screamed, louder than she ever had in her life. It 
drowned out the sound of the cracking house around them. Of the fracturing family. “He 
loved all of us and wanted nothing more than for us to be happy. You’re the one who drove 
him away! Because he wasn’t good enough, obedient enough for you!” 


“None of us are good enough for you,” Mirabel’s voice cut in. She stared at Abuela with 
pained eyes. “None of us will ever be good enough for you. Because we’re not perfect. We’re 
not tools that can keep smiling and never break.” Her voice started picking up. “Isabela will 
never be able to be your perfect princess and be happy at the same time. Luisa will never be 
able to live her own life and be the town’s practical slave at the same time. Dolores will never 
be allowed to just try and ignore things she should never hear in the first place. Camilo will 
never be allowed to just be himself and just that.” She stepped past her primo and Tia to face 
Abuela. “Tia Pepa will never have perfect control over her emotions because that’s 
impossible. And unhealthy! Mama will never be able to breathe without the responsibility of 
being the town’s doctor weighing on her. And PII never be good enough because I didn’t get 
a Gift. And you think that makes me a failure. That makes me not good enough.” 


“There must be a reason you weren’t given a Gift-” Abuela argued. 


“It shouldn’t matter!” Mirabel had tears streaming down her cheeks now as she shouted. “It 
shouldn't matter because I’m still your family! You’re supposed to love me regardless of 
whether I’ve got a magical Gift or not! I’m not tearing this family apart. I never hurt this 
family. I’m not the one causing the problems and threatening the miracle. You are!” 


Silence fell for a moment as Mirabel breathed raggedly, years of pain and frustration hanging 
in the air between her and Abuela. 


The crack was deafening when it happened, making Dolores flinch. The tiles between 
Mirabel and Abuela splintered and shattered. 


And chaos broke out. 
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Numb 


Pepa stared out at the crumbled remains of Casita, feeling numb. 
She was still reeling from her children's admissions, their shouted words at her mama. 


It had all happened so quickly. The situation had escalated from protecting Mirabel (again, 
why was her mama so fixated on Mirabel being harmful?) to their children shouting out 
painful admissions of how they felt used and less than human in the eyes of the town and 
their Abuela. 


She hated that she hadn't been able to protect them from that feeling. 


And then Mirabel had stepped forward with some harsh truths that had made Abuela step 
back with wide eyes. 


After that, it was a blur. Casita cracking and crumbling around them. Desperately trying to 
get the children out as their Gifts failed them. 


Pepa had had to drag Camilo out as he shouted for Mirabel to leave the candle and get out. 
They'd all been calling the same things, begging Mirabel to get out. 


Pepa had seen the dawning horror on Abuela's face when she realised that Mirabel was 
risking her life for the candle. A bitter part of her wondered if she realised the sheer damage 
she'd done to Mirabel's self-esteem. She wondered if her mama finally realised that Mirabel 
wasn't a threat. 


She was her nieta. She was just fifteen. 
And she was risking her life for a candle. 


In that moment, Pepa understood Bruno's quiet, bitter admission of thinking of the candle as 
more of a curse than a blessing. They'd been young still and the town had long since turned 
on him for his visions. He'd told her the secret in the dark where the two of them sat after a 
terrible day. 


"The candle saved mama and everyone. But what if the Gifts are its price for doing that?" 
He'd asked. 


Pepa had never truly had an answer to the question. 


Now she stood in the ruins of her home watching the shattered pieces of her family reeling 
from the loss. 


She could feel a cold sensation in her chest where she supposed her magic was supposed to 
be. Where her Gift used to reside. No rain fell as her grief over their loss swamped her. The 
sky was quiet despite the anger she felt over the unfairness of it all. 


But she didn't have time for that. Gift or no Gift, she was a mother. And her children needed 
her. 


Julieta was already at work, having led their mama over to sit down somewhere safe. They 
may be angry with her, they may be furious, but she was still their mama and seeing the 
devastation written across her face brought no satisfaction. 


Mama had already lost one home. And now another fell right before her eyes. 

Pepa shook her head. Julieta was better to deal with their mamá. Pepa was still too angry. 
She loved her mama. 

But she could not ignore the pain she'd heard in Camilo and Dolores' voices from before. 
She didn't trust herself to not lose her temper if she interacted with her mama right now. 
As the dust settled Pepa pulled herself together. 


Camilo looked up at her when she pressed a kiss to his dusty hair. Her hijo's eyes were glassy 
and she had no doubt that he was in shock from what happened. 


"Mira..." he whispered fearfully. 

Pepa's heart clenched. Agustin and Felix were looking among the rubble for her. 

"We'll find her," she promised him. 

Looking around she spotted Dolores clutching tightly to Antonio, a frightened expression on 
her face. Pepa couldn't imagine how difficult it was for her to adjust to not hearing everything 


again. 


Luisa and Isabela were huddled together, Isabela clearly struggling to hold herself together 
for her hermana's sake. 


She'd only taken one step towards Dolores when Camilo came alive behind her again. 
He gasped and stumbled in the direction of his primas. 
"Tio..." he whispered, paling as he spoke. 


Isabela and Luisa went pale as well and Dolores' head snapped around, horror dawning on 
her face. 


She scrambled to her feet, stumbling a bit. Antonio clung to her hand, tears staining his 
cheeks. 


"Camilo?" Pepa asked in confusion. 


"Tio Bruno," her youngest son hiccupped. "What if he got hurt?" Antonio looked terrified of 
the idea. 


Pepa's blood turned to ice. 
"What?" She breathed. 


"He never left," Dolores whispered, trembling. "Casita let him stay in the walls. What if he 
didn't get out?" She choked on her words and swayed. 


Camilo barely got to her in time to steady her. 
Pepa's head was spinning. 
"Mirabel... and Tio Bruno," Luisa whispered. "What if they both..." she trailed off, shaking. 


"No!" Isabela said sharply, pulling herself together with a clear effort as she straightened up. 
"They'll be fine, we just have to find them." 


She turned and started marching towards the rubble, purpose in every step. "I am going to 
find my hermanita and Tio Bruno," She said with only a slight waver to her voice. 


Luisa followed her after a moment. 

Pepa stared at her children. 

"Bruno?" She whispered. "He was here?" 

The guilt was breaking through on their faces. 


"We're sorry we didn't tell you mamá. But he was really scared of anyone else finding out," 
Camilo murmured. He looked up at the rubble and determination trickled into his expression, 
chasing the numb shock away. "We need to find them." 


Dolores nodded shakily. 

Pepa took a deep breath in. And out. In and out. In- 

Her iron control over her emotions snapped and Pepa did something she hadn't done in years. 
She panicked. 

"Julieta!" 


Her hermana was by her side in moments and their husbands were tripping over themselves 
to find out what had made her scream like that. 


Pepa hadn't panicked in years. Not since the last freak out led to the worst storm the town had 
ever seen. 


Now, however, the wind didn't pick up and the sun continued to shine. 


It felt like a filthy lie to Pepa. That wasn't what she was feeling. Not even close. 


"Pepa?" Julieta asked worriedly. She was itching to join the search for her daughter but she 
needed to make sure her hermana was alright too. 


Pepa gripped her arms, staring at her fearfully. 


"Juli, the children, they said that Bruno was here." Her voice broke as Julieta stiffened. "He 
was here this whole time." She wanted to sob at the idea. "He's in there somewhere!" 


Julieta paled dramatically. 
Felix cursed before racing back to the rubble. Agustin followed hurriedly. 
"Dios mio," Julieta whispered fearfully. 


There wasn't time for the hows and the whys. There wasn't time for interrogations or even 
feelings and breakdowns. 


The Madrigal family practically attacked the rubble of their home in a desperate attempt to 
find two missing members. 


Pepa's hands shook as she moved chunks of rocks. 


If Bruno died before she got to apologise, she'd never forgive herself. 


Back Together Again 


Mirabel’s head hurt. Actually, everything hurt but mostly her head. She groaned as she 
shifted, sending a spike of pain up her neck. 


“Easy Mira,” she heard her Tio murmur. Shaking hands adjusted her position so that she was 
a bit more upright with minimal jostling, leaning against his chest. 


“Tio?” she croaked, struggling to force her eyes open. 


She remembered trying to get the candle as Casita crumbled around her, just like in her 
nightmares after seeing that vision. 


“Yeah,” he sounded stressed. Well, more stressed than usual. “You got a bit hurt Mira.” 


She finally managed to get her eyes open and squinted ahead of her. It looked like they were 
stuck in a cramped little space between a crumbling wall and precariously leaning debris 
lying at a slanted angle above them. 


“What?” she coughed when the dust caught in her throat and Bruno rubbed her back 
soothingly when she groaned in pain. 


“Casita tried to get you out but everything was coming down too quickly. She was able to 
toss you in here before everything came down entirely,” he explained. 


Oh, the walls. They must be in the walls. 

“You hit your head though,” he told her, still keeping his voice down. 

She was thankful since her head was absolutely pounding. 

“The-the miracle?” she asked in a shaking voice. 

Tio Bruno let out a soft sigh. “It went out. But that’s not what’s important Mirabel.” 


She lifted her head, which felt like it weighed a ton, to look at him. Her Tio was covered in a 
layer of dust as well but it was his expression that caught her attention. 


“Don’t you ever do that again Mirabel,” he told her, voice unusually serious and firm. 
“Nothing, no magic candle or miracle, is worth your life. Do you understand me? You should 
have run with the rest of the family.” 


“I-I thought I could save it...” she whispered. “I-It was my fault. That it all-” 
He cut her off, an unfamiliar fire burning in his eyes. 


“Mirabel Madrigal, it was not your fault. None of this was your fault. I’m pretty sure that 
everyone figured out the same thing by now. The miracle dying and Casita fracturing, that 


was on Abuela. That was on how she’s been treating you. How she’s been treating everyone,” 
he sighed. “Her treatment of you was what sent it all over the edge in the end. That’s what the 
vision meant. It was not your fault.” 


She sniffled and rested her aching head on his shoulder. 


“It’s gone,” she whispered. “And Casita-” she cut off, overwhelmed by the grief of losing 
their home, the friend they’d all had in their sentient house. 


He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her as she started crying quietly, hands wrapped 
around the remains of their candle. 


“Just let it out Mira,” he murmured, rocking her a little and resting his head on the wall. 


Casita had done her best to get the both of them to a semi-safe location since neither of them 
would have escaped in time. He quietly grieved her as well. 


They weren’t sure how long it was before sounds filtered into the little space they were 
trapped in. Mirabel lifted her head a little to listen. 


“-irabel!” Isabela called faintly. 
Luisa’s voice followed soon after, calling for her sister. 


Bruno let out a soft sigh of relief but before he could call out in response so they could come 
rescue their hermana, other voices called out. 


“Tio Bruno!” Dolores called, louder than usual. 

“Where are you guys?!” Camilo yelled, desperation edging his voice. 

“Mirabel?!” Julieta sounded close to tears. 

“Bruno?!” That was Pepa. “Bruno, where are you? You better be okay so I can strangle you!” 
“Tio? Mira?” Antonio. 

“Mirabel!” Agustin. 

“Mira? Bruno?” Felix’s deeper voice. 


“They must have panicked when they realised you wouldn’t have been able to get out,” 
Mirabel realised. “And told mamá and Tia Pepa.” 


“Dios mio they’re going to kill me,” Bruno whispered in horror. 


Mirabel giggled at his panic before catching his hand. She sat up shakily, wiping the tears off 
her cheeks. 


“Please Tio,” she whispered. “We need the whole family together. Mamá and Tia Pepa miss 
you. Please come home. We’re all going to need our Tio Bruno.” 


She stared up at him pleadingly and he folded like wet tissue paper. 
“Okay,” he sighed. “Okay, I won’t... run away or anything.” 


It was clear that the idea of staying made him nervous. Anxious and scared. But Mirabel 
knew that none of her family would take it well if he left. 


“And don’t worry about Abuela.” She quirked a hopeful smile at him. “They got super mad 
when she yelled at me. I know that they’ll be even worse if she tries to yell at you.” 


He returned it with a shaky smile of his own. 
When the calls got a little more frantic, Mirabel called back. 
“Were over here!” she yelled, flinching when it made her headache spike. 


There was a flurry of footsteps and suddenly everyone was talking and yelling at once. The 
debris above them shifted and more dust rained down on the pair before sunlight streamed 
through. 


“Mira,” Julieta was crying as she pulled Mirabel up and into a hug, frantically checking her 
over and finding the blood in her hair from her head injury. 


“She hit her head-” Bruno started to say nervously but he was cut off as red and yellow filled 
his vision. 


Pepa hauled him out of the small space and into a crushing hug. He yelped in surprise but she 
just tightened her hold and buried her face in his shoulder. 


“Uh-um Pepa?” he asked tentatively, afraid his hermana was about to explode after the hug. 


All of Pepa’s thoughts of yelling and possibly strangling her long-lost hermano flew out the 
window when she felt the too-thin body in her arms. It felt like if she squeezed too hard, he 
might just snap in half. 


Her hermanito. 


Her Brunito, who never failed to try and comfort her when she was upset, who never asked 
her to push her feelings to the side. Who encouraged her to pursue Felix when mama had 
expressed disappointment in her crush. 


Her other triplet who had slowly broken down under the expectations and disappointment of 
their mama and the community. Who received fear and dislike for doing what they all wanted 
him to. 


All her anger and frustration drained right out of her and she just clung to him, crying into his 
shoulder. 


He’d been here the entire time. But he hadn’t felt safe enough to tell her. 
She was a failure of a hermana. 
“Pepa? Pepa!?” he sounded a bit panicked now. “Don’t cry Pepa. Please don’t cry.” 


Too-thin arms came up to hesitantly hug her back and it only made her sob harder. He should 
be angry with her! Not trying to comfort her yet again. 


“Pepa, Pepa, mi vida,” Felix said from beside her. “Let your poor hermano breathe,” he 
coaxed. 


With effort, Pepa managed to force herself to let go only to immediately reach up to cup 
Bruno’s cheeks. Her hermano blinked up at her, looking lost and perplexed. 


He was too pale and clearly still not sleeping well if the bags under his eyes were anything to 
go by. 


Tears still fell down Pepa’s cheeks as she made him meet her eyes. 
“Don’t you ever leave us again,” she whispered. “Never.” 


Mutely, he nodded at her. She doubted she’d be able to let him out of her sight for a while 
though. Julieta would likely be the same the moment she’d checked Mirabel over. 


Speaking of her sobrina, Pepa looked to the side to see Agustin wrapping his daughter in a 
blanket while Isabela and Luisa fussed over her. Camilo and Dolores also checked that she 
was okay while she insisted that she was fine. Her head just hurt. 


And then, the kids all seemed to turn their attention to Bruno as one. 


Isabela knocked into him and sent them both to the ground. “We thought you were dead!” she 
wailed. 


Luisa was crying again and Dolores didn’t seem far behind. “I couldn’t hear you,” Pepa’s 
daughter half-sobbed. 


Camilo sniffled. “Neither of you do that, ever again,” he insisted. 


Mirabel let out a watery chuckle. “Don’t worry. Tio Bruno already gave me the whole lecture. 
I’m sorry I worried you all.” 


Julieta kissed her daughter’s forehead. “I’m just glad you’re alright Mirabel,” she sighed, 
hugging her again briefly. 


Then, when Isabela finally let Bruno up, she swept in and pulled her hermano into a hug as 
well. 


“We’ve missed you Bruno,” Julieta whispered. 


Their hermano swallowed hard. “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I thought it was the right thing 
to do.” 


“We’ll talk about that later,” she pulled back and ran a critical eye over him, lips pursed as 
she no doubt noticed the same worrying signs that Pepa did. “For now, let’s get everyone 
checked over. We’ll figure this out. We always do.” 


Pepa didn’t have to force the smile on her face at those words. Suddenly, she didn’t feel so 
devastated. Yes, they’d lost their home. But everyone was okay. And Bruno was back. 


They’d be okay. As long as they had each other. 


Aftermath 
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It was Mariano who came to the destroyed house first, looking concerned. Julieta took him 
aside to speak to him. To explain about the enormous fight that had happened, the shattering 
of the house and the broken miracle. 


She admitted that Isabela had felt pressured to marry him and it had been a contributing 
factor to everything. She sincerely apologised that they were going to have to call the 
wedding off since she refused to force her daughter into something she didn’t want. 


“Is everyone okay?” Mariano asked when she was finished, genuine worry written over his 
face. “Dios mio, have I made Isabela uncomfortable? Was she unhappy because of me?” 


Julieta smiled at his words. "Everyone's alright. Camilo hurt his arm and Mirabel hit her 
head, but that's the worst of it. And you were nothing but a gentleman to Isabela. I think the 
only thing you did was give her a heart attack when you said you wanted five kids." 


He laughed sheepishly at that and promised to be back with help soon. 


With that sorted, Julieta turned back to her exhausted family. Felix and Agustin had cleared 
enough of a space to sit down near the edge of the destruction. 


Pepa was sitting there with Antonio dozing in her lap and her arm threaded through Bruno’s 
as she leaned against their hermano's shoulder and quietly talked to him. 


Mirabel was half asleep as she leaned on Bruno's other side and Camilo seemed to have taken 
up watchdog duty despite his arm being in a makeshift sling. He'd hurt it during the 
commotion and made it worse in the search. 


Isabela, Luisa and Dolores were searching through the rubble for anything useful while 
Abuela sat off to the side, staring out at the wreckage. 


Julieta sighed. She might be furious with her mama but she didn't like to see that devastation 
on her face. She'd lost one home before so seeing this one like this must have been worse for 
her than all of them. Julieta was pretty sure she hadn't noticed much since the collapse and 
was likely in shock. 


"Mama?" She asked when she walked over, keeping her voice gentle. 
Alma blinked at the sound of her daughter's voice and looked down. 
"Our home is lost," she said in a hoarse whisper. 


Julieta looked around at the rubble around them. 


"Yes," she agreed. "But our family is alive. And that is the most important thing mamá." 
She sighed when her mama said nothing. 
"Mama, Bruno’s back." 


That got her attention. "What?" She asked, gaze snapping to her daughter and then over to the 
small group sitting together. Her eyes widened in shock when she finally spotted their long- 
lost family member. 


"We're going to get the full story now. If you wanted to listen." She rested her hand on her 
mama's shoulder for a moment before walking back to the rest of the family. 


Isabela arrived back with her at the same time, a triumphant smile on her face. There was a 
dusty purple and gold blanket over her shoulders and an equally dusty green blanket in her 
hands. 


"Tio, look what I found." She held the fabric in her hands out to Bruno whose eyes widened. 


"You found it!" He said in delighted surprise, reaching out to take it with a pleased smile. 
"Gracias Isabela." 


"Mira made that, didn't she?" Camilo asked as they got a closer look at the blanket. 
Bruno nodded while Pepa smiled as she recognised the material. 


"I remember getting that material for Mirabel," she murmured. "Ay, how long have you all 
known about Bruno?" 


Everyone gathered together and the adults looked to their kids in expectation. Mirabel was 
fully awake now and looking a little uneasy so Camilo moved to sit next to her. 


"I knew he never left," Dolores admitted. "I could hear him in the walls." 
"Why didn't you say anything?" Pepa asked quietly. 


"Tio didn't want to be found," she answered like it was the simplest thing in the world. "It 
wasn't my secret to tell." 


"I only found out just before Isa's engagement dinner," Mirabel added. 

"I found out on the night of the cancelled party," Camilo offered. 

"The rats told me," Antonio murmured. "But they said it was a secret." 

"We found out the day after the party," Isabela finished, gesturing at herself and Luisa. 
Julieta and Pepa finally turned to Bruno. 


"Why did you leave?" Pepa asked. "Or... not leave, but hide away?" 


Bruno sighed, fingers tapping a nervous rhythm on his thigh. 

"It's my fault," Mirabel said in a small voice. 

Before Julieta could disagree with her, Bruno beat her to it. 

"No Mira, I've already told you. It wasn't your fault," he said firmly. 
"What do you mean?" Pepa asked in confusion. 


Nervousness clear in his body language, Bruno explained what had happened that night. How 
mama had asked him to look into the future after Mirabel's failed Gift ceremony. He 
described the strange vision that kept changing, the meaning of it unclear. 


"I knew everyone would assume the worst though," Bruno sighed. "I'm just Bad Luck 
Bruno." 


Julieta grimaced at the old, hated nickname the town gave him. 


"I didn't want Mirabel to deal with that. So I shattered the vision and left. I knew everyone 
would want to know what I'd seen and I'm a terrible liar. My Gift had done enough harm. So I 
left. But I didn't want to never see everyone again. Casita found the answer for me, making a 
space in the walls. I got to see everyone grow up and didn't hurt anyone anymore." 


"Oh Bruno..." Pepa whispered while Julieta tried to swallow the lump in her throat. Her 
hermano had left to protect her little Mirabel? 


Bruno gave a yelp as he was dragged over into another hug with Pepa. 


"Idiota," Pepa whispered. "Self-sacrificing idiota." She was clearly biting back sobs. "And 
we must be the worst hermanas for you to not feel like you couldn't trust us." 


"What? No!" Bruno denied. "You guys never did anything!" 


"Exactly," Julieta murmured. "We never did anything. We never stood up for you when you 
needed it. We just watched. I'm so sorry Bruno." 


Their hermano looked panicked at the apologies he was getting which only made it hurt 
more. He shouldn't be this unused to his family saying sorry. 


"We failed a lot of you in that way," Julieta sighed, looking around at all the kids and 
remembering their words during the fight. 


All of them had been miserable and they'd just missed it completely. 
"We never said anything either," Mirabel admitted. "Everyone was just trying to be... perfect 


I guess. The best version of themselves." She exchanged a sad smile with Isabela. "And we 
lost ourselves along the way." 


"Well it's time to find ourselves again," Pepa declared. "It's time we started over and did 
better this time." She gestured at the ruin of their home. 


"We'll make a better foundation this time," Julieta agreed. 


"We'll learn from our mistakes and do better. Be better," Felix agreed, his boundless optimism 
still present. 


"We'll make a home where everyone feels safe to be themselves. To be happy or sad. To feel 
like they belong," Julieta smiled at Bruno who returned it tentatively. 


"It doesn't matter if we have magic or not," Isabela added, a confidence in her that hadn't 
been there before. This wasn't the calm and gentle grace she usually showed. This was strong 
self-assuredness. "We'll figure it out. Because we're the Madrigals!" 


A cheer went up and the family started smiling again, life returning to their eyes. 


Julieta paused when she heard something in the distance and turned to look. Tears came to 
her eyes when she saw what looked like the entire village heading up to them. 


Yes, they'd be okay. 


Chapter End Notes 


Idiota - Idiot 


Promise 


The Madrigals were set up in the church with blankets donated from everyone in the village. 
The pews weren't the most comfortable to sleep on but they'd do until they sorted something 
else out. 


The family was calm in sleep. Isabela was using the lap blanket Mirabel had made her as a 
makeshift pillow. Luisa was sprawled out on the floor next to her, the pews too small for her 
broader frame. Mirabel was cuddled up next to her, the sisters deeply asleep. 


Dolores was cuddling Antonio, the two small enough to fit on one pew. Camilo was sleeping 
on the floor next to them since he was too restless a sleeper to stay on the pews. 


Pepa and Julieta had abandoned their husbands for the night, leaving Agustin and Felix to 
sleep on the pews while they made a makeshift bed out of blankets and slept with their 
hermano between them, both clinging tightly even in sleep. Bruno didn't seem to mind, 
having fallen asleep practically instantly between his hermanas. 


Alma stared out into the darkness at the shapes of her family sleeping peacefully despite 
everything that had happened. She could hardly believe that Bruno was there, that he'd been 
there the entire time, hidden away in the walls. 


Hidden away from all of them. 


She’d grieved for her hijo, when he didn't return. While her daughters held out hope that he 
was alive somewhere, she grieved. 


She didn't know how to react to seeing him now. 
And their home was lost, the miracle snuffed out. 


What would they do now? Why had everything collapsed like this? She'd thought her family 
was happy. The family was growing, the community was thriving. 


Everything had been perfect. 
Their accusations and admissions rang in her ears still. 


She just... didn't know what to do. 


Bruno came awake slowly instead of jolting out of a nightmare. He was confused for a 
moment, staring into the darkness, before he realised where he was. 


Julieta was asleep on his left, curled into his side. 


Pepa was on his right, arm thrown over his chest and hand clutching at the fabric of his ruana 
in her sleep. 


He hadn't been this close to his hermanas in years. The thought stunned him for a moment. 
He'd still been getting used to all the contact he was getting from his sobrinas and sobrinos 
and now he was in the middle of a triplet cuddle pile. 


Like the old days. 


He tried to blink the tears back, not wanting to wake his hermanas up. He’d never imagined 
that he’d ever have this again, not with how strained his relationship was with Pepa after the 
wedding. 


...He should probably apologise for that again. 


“You're thinking too hard,” Julieta’s sleepy whisper came from beside him, drawing him out 
of his thoughts. 


“D-Did I wake you?” he asked worriedly, keeping his voice down since everyone else was 
still sleeping. 


“No, I’ve only been dozing,” she admitted. 
“Me too,” Pepa’s soft voice reached him. 
“Y-You two need sleep,” he told them in concern. 


Pepa let out a huff. “Can’t really relax to sleep when I’m worried about you disappearing on 
us again.” She tightened her hold on his ruana. 


Bruno flinched. “Lo siento,” he mumbled. 


Julieta squeezed his arm. “We’re not angry with you Brunito,” she sighed. “We can’t be when 
you were just trying to protect Mira.” 


“It’s our fault that you didn’t feel like you could talk to us about it,” Pepa said in a small 
voice. 


“It wasn’t your fault,” he tried insisting but they both cut him off. 


“No Bruno,” Julieta sounded sad. “We failed you. We should have stood up for you a long 
time ago.” 


“We weren’t there for you when you needed it,” Pepa added. 
“That wasn’t your job,” he tried again. 


“Of course it is,” Pepa sounded like she was smiling. “You’re our hermanito. We’re supposed 
to be there to protect and help you whenever you need it. And we weren’t.” 


“You're only older by a few minutes,” he mumbled, drawing a soft chuckle from them both. 


They lapsed into silence for a moment. 


“I’m sorry about your wedding,” he whispered into the dark. 
“Oh shut up about the wedding,” Pepa huffed. “Felix loved it.” 


“He wouldn’t stop talking about what a ‘hurricane’ of a wedding it was for weeks,” Julieta 
said dryly. 


The three snickered quietly to themselves. 


“T’m not leaving again,” Bruno told them when they’d calmed down again. “I promise. I-I 
can’t leave my family again.” 


Julieta found his hand and squeezed it while Pepa tightened her grip again. Some of the 
tension in their bodies seemed to drain away though. 


He was tired and it was still pitch black outside. So there wasn’t a point in getting up yet. He 
would just need to get used to a normal sleeping schedule again. 


“Rest Pepa, Juli,” he murmured. 


Julieta rolled over a little more to curl further into his side, holding his hand tightly. Pepa 
rested her head on his shoulder, hold on his ruana now more like a death grip. 


“You promise?” she whispered. 
“Si,” he answered genuinely. 
He wasn’t leaving them again. 


They all fell asleep and were still curled up together in the morning when the family started 
to wake up. Everyone smiled at the sight of the triplets tangled up together like that, the sight 
a novel one for the younger Madrigals and a nostalgic, familiar one for the older ones. 


The adults found they enjoyed watching the next generation interacting with their Zio Bruno. 
Mariano was one of the few villagers who didn’t balk at the news that the third triplet was 
back and he was going over ideas and plans with them when their attention was drawn 
elsewhere. 


“Tio!” Isabela stood there with her hands on her hips, scowling at Bruno. Her hair was untidy 
and her dress still dusty but she didn’t seem to care that her usual perfect appearance was out 
the window. “You are going to finish your breakfast if I have to shove it down your throat!” 


“PI help,” Dolores offered idly from where she was finishing her own meal. 


Bruno gulped at the clear promise and meekly returned to the food he’d been trying to push 
away. 


“Antonio is taking care of feeding your rats Zio,” Mirabel told him in amusement. “You don’t 
need to hoard food for them.” 


The tension seemed to bleed out of the man and he gave them a sheepish smile. 


Isabela rolled her eyes. “Dios mio, you are impossible Tio. You need to build back up to 
eating full meals. So you can’t skip any. Got it?” 


He meekly nodded and Dolores smiled at his acceptance of his defeat. Pepa and Julieta 
looked bothered again at the reminder that Bruno could have very well been starving himself 
in the walls. The meal he was struggling to eat was practically half the size of the rest of the 
family’s. 


Mariano looked at them in concern as their husbands reached out to reassure them. 
“Ts he alright?” he asked quietly. 


It was impossible to miss how protective the kids acted around Bruno. Mirabel was rarely far 
from him. Camilo was also usually with him, complaining loudly about his injured arm and 
making his Tio both fuss and laugh at the overdramatics. Isabela and Dolores fussed. Luisa 
quietly checked if he was okay. Antonio helped take care of his rats and often just hugged 
him randomly. 


All of the kids were rather touchy-feely with him actually. Camilo slumped against his side. 
Mirabel leaned against his shoulder. Isabela and Luisa ambushed him with random hugs. 
Dolores patted his arm or shoulder when she was near. It was clearly an attempt to get him 
used to contact again. They all noticed how he tensed when anyone else came close, 
excluding his hermanas. 


Pepa sighed. “No. He isn’t.” The guilt she felt over that was obvious. 


“Ten years of isolation isn’t good for anyone,” Felix murmured, wrapping an arm around his 
wife. 


“The kids seem to have it handled though,” Agustin pointed out gently. 


They glanced over in time to see Bruno fussing over the bandage on Mirabel’s head as she 
swatted at him in protest. 


Julieta smiled softly. “They’re good kids.” 


Mariano beamed at them. “Nothing can keep the Madrigals down now can it?” he asked and 
they laughed with him. 


Nothing would keep them down. It was time to get back up. 


No More 
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They didn’t need any howling wind to tell them that Pepa Madrigal was pissed. 


“Would you like to repeat that?” she asked through gritted teeth, standing between the small 
group of townsfolk who had come to make their demand and her family gathered outside the 
church. 


“He only brings disaster!” the leader shouted, pointing accusingly at Bruno. The man shrunk 
back while the kids looked ready to go to war on his behalf. 


They were confused when Julieta caught their eyes and subtly shook her head. The moment 
this whole thing had started, the adults had actually distanced themselves rapidly, dragging 
Mariano with them when he tried to interfere. They couldn’t understand why their parents 
weren’t defending Bruno. Why it was only Pepa who stepped up. 


Even Felix had moved away from his wife. 

“The miracle died because he came back!” another shouted. 

“Bad Luck Bruno, ruining everything again,” a man muttered bitterly. 
Pepa’s eyes narrowed but she kept her gaze on the leader. 


“Think very carefully about this Ricardo,” she said softly, making a shiver run down the 
spines of the rest of the family. 


Abuela was standing a distance back, having been the last to arrive to the confrontation. 
“Pepa-” Bruno squeaked, looking like he wanted to calm his hermana down of all things. 


“Don’t you remember what happened last time you tried to have my hermano banished from 
the Encanto?” Pepa’s voice was deadly calm as she ignored Bruno. 


Ricardo paled a bit, as did the rest of his group, but he pulled himself together quickly. “And 
what do you think you can do? Your magic is dead! Killed by that omen of disaster!” 


He took a step closer to Pepa. 


“You can’t threaten me with your weather now. I won’t back down. He should be gone. We’d 
be better off if he was dea-” 


Ricardo never finished his sentence as Pepa’s punch laid him out flat on the ground, 
groaning. 


The second generation gaped in shock and disbelief as she stood over the man, glowering 
fiercely and sending his friends scattering. 


“T never needed my Gift to kick your sorry ass Ricardo!” she spat at him. “I certainly don’t 
need it now.” 


She slammed her foot down on his stomach, heel digging in painfully and making him cry 
out. 


“Ay, he seems to have forgotten about the last time he made you mad Pepa,” Julieta called 
out. “He might need a reminder.” 


Her casual attitude only doubled their disbelief. 
“Juli!” Bruno scolded, sounding slightly panicked. “Don’t encourage her!” 


Julieta shrugged. “It’s the only way they ever got the lesson through their thick skulls 
Brunito. You don’t mess with the Madrigal family.” 


Pepa got a wicked smirk on her face as she pressed harder into Ricardo’s stomach, arms 
crossed over her chest. 


“Remember now?” she asked. “Remember how I knocked you down back then like I did 
now? Remember how I didn’t need my Gift?” 


“It made it more dramatic with the lightning and everything but you only needed one punch 
back then too!” Felix called, looking absolutely lovestruck as he gazed at his wife. 


“Sí,” Pepa nodded sharply. “It was never my Gift that you needed to fear Ricardo. It was me.’ 


She lifted her foot only to deliver a sharp kick to his side, making him yelp and scramble to 
get away. 


“I am Pepa Madrigal and you do not mess with mi familia!” she shouted. ““Comprendes?” 


He nodded frantically and she raised her chin, definitely meeting the eyes of the villagers. 
Reminding them of the wrath she wouldn’t hesitate to rain down on them if they threatened 
what was hers. 


Instead of anger or fear, there were mostly smiles on their faces. Especially the older 
villagers. 


“Ay we haven’t seen a Pepa beatdown in a while!” someone laughed. 
“We thought you’d retired!” someone else called. 
Pepa huffed, flicking her braid over her shoulder. 


“Hardly.” She planted her hands on her hips. “Now, onto the estúpido accusations he brought. 
Are you ready to feel like the idiota you are, Ricardo?” Her smile wasn’t a nice one. 


Julieta took this as her cue to step forward, calm and composed next to her sister, but still 
with a cold anger burning in her eyes. 


“Bruno could hardly be the cause of what happened since he never left,” she said dryly. 
Confusion spread through the crowd. 


“It’s true,” Dolores piped up, in awe of her mama and determined to stop this blaming of 
Bruno in its tracks. “Tio never left. He stayed hidden in the walls of Casita.” Her eyes 
sharpened and her tone was harsher than usual when she spoke next. “He thought it would be 
better to disappear thanks to the way the village treated him.” She left out some of the truth, 
but that was personal to the family. 


The kids all scowled at the reminder. That was all it took to get them started. The facade of a 
cheerful, always ready to help family was broken. They didn’t need to act anymore. 


“Oh he predicted my old fish would die. He must have killed my fish,” Isabela cut in, voice 
mocking and sharp. Nothing like it usually was. “He predicted that I’d grow a gut, my fate is 
sealed and it’s all his fault.” 


She stalked forward while the villagers she’d referenced cowered under her glare. Isabela 
Madrigal was free of expectations and she was ready to let loose. 


“Never mind the fact that you were the ones that kept asking for the visions. Never mind the 
fact that Tio Bruno could only see the future, not control it. Nope, it must be his fault. Let’s 
all blame him.” 


Her glare was as scathing as her words. 


“Let’s forget about the fact that he predicted the floods so everyone could prepare and limit 
property damage. Let’s forget that he predicted a long and happy marriage for some of you. 
Let’s forget about the happy visions. No, he had a bad one. He must be bad luck.” Dolores’ 
tongue was sharper than they’d ever heard before. Mariano was staring at her in awe as the 
normally quiet Madrigal stood side by side with her prima and glared the villagers down, 
causing shame to break out on their faces. 


“I don’t get the scary reputation,” Camilo piped up. He was casually leaning against his Tio, a 
thoroughly unimpressed expression on his face. “Tio Bruno is like a puppy.” 


Mirabel nodded while Bruno yelped in protest. 
“Like a sad puppy,” she agreed sagely. 


“We heard all these stories and then there was no payoff.” Camilo rolled his eyes, all the 
judgment a teenager could muster in his next words. “Did you really have nothing better to 
do than make our Tio the bogeyman?” 


Some people flushed in embarrassment at his words. 


“But-” someone piped up and the family as a whole swung glares their way. They squeaked 
and ducked back down. 


“The Madrigals have done nothing but help us for decades,” Mariano spoke up, a frown on 
his normally jovial face. “And this is how they’re repaid? They get their missing family 
member back and you want to rip them apart again?” His disappointment burned them all. 


“Tt’s not just that,” Mirabel spoke up, taking courage from her family around her. “Casita 
falling and the miracle dying had nothing to do with Tio Bruno.” She spread her hands to 
gesture at everyone. “The miracle burned out because the family burned out. Too 
overworked, too many impossible expectations. Everyone was worked to the bone and you 
all only ever wanted more. My family may have had magic, but they were just as human as 
the rest of you. Why didn’t they deserve a break? Why did they have to work harder than 
anyone else?” 


She stepped forward, determined to make them see how much her family had suffered. 


“Why couldn’t you have built a second bridge?” she asked. “Why did Luisa have to move the 
one whenever you needed it? Why did you never fix the donkey enclosure? Why did you 
send her after them every time?” She met their eyes. “Did you really need morning sun for 
your sermons in the church? Why couldn’t you fix the houses instead of asking Luisa to push 
them back into place if they started leaning? Why did you always ask her to do things you 
could do with a bit of effort on your own? My hermana was not your slave to be at your beck 
and call all the time. She should have had time to herself as well.” 


Uncertainty was spreading over their faces. 


“Isabela is human too. She can’t be perfect all the time. But you kept pointing out any tiny, 
little flaw and making a big deal of it. She just couldn’t have an off day because if she wasn’t 
perfect then something was wrong.” 


Surprise flickered along with the uncertainty now. 


“Shifting constantly and for long periods makes Camilo exhausted and starved. Why did you 
keep dumping your kids on him to entertain? He’s not even an adult yet himself! Dolores is a 
person, not a gossip machine. But that’s all you ever wanted. The latest gossip going around 
before anyone else got it.” 


Finally, guilt was seeping in. 


“Tia Pepa should have been able to feel anything she needed to without getting dirty looks 
when your perfect sunny day was ruined. She shouldn’t be forced to feel sad because your 
crops went two weeks without rain. They’d be fine! It wasn’t a drought or anything. You 
could have manually watered the crops! You shouldn’t have thought it was okay to toy with 
her emotions to make things easier for you! And my mama shouldn’t have had to stay in the 
kitchen all day. Why did you need to go to her for everything? For every little scratch and 
bruise? I understand a broken bone but for everything? Did you really need to be healed from 
a papercut?” 


The shame and guilt were present on almost every face now. 
“And Tio Bruno. What you did to him was horrible. Awful. You didn’t deserve the miracle.” 
They jerked back like they’d been slapped. 


“You treated the son of the man who sacrificed his life for you all like nothing more than the 
dirt on the sole of your shoe.” 


Some people had started crying now but no one interrupted her. 


“Tf you didn’t want bad visions, then why did you keep asking for them?!” She scoffed. “But 
no, it was my Tio’s fault that you asked for visions. That your futures were bad. Or 
inconvenient. Or not the perfect news you wanted.” 


She shook her head, gaze landing on Ricardo who was cradling his bruised cheek. 


“And now you want to take him away from us? No. You’ve taken my family’s childhoods, 
their happiness. Their blood, sweat and tears. You cannot have my Tio too.” 


With that, the second generation swept back into the church with Bruno who was too stunned 
to argue. 


“Well,” Felix spoke into the silence. “I’ve wanted to say that all for a long time. But Mira 
beat me to it.” He pointed threateningly at the crowd. “I’m done watching you take from my 
wife and children and never give anything back. I will not allow it anymore.” 


He wrapped an arm around his wife and pulled her inside. She shot a nasty glare at Ricardo 
before vanishing from sight. 


Julieta cocked her head as she regarded the crowd with a cool gaze. 


“We should have put a stop to this years ago. But it ends now.” She studied them all. “No 
more using us as mere tools to make your lives easier. Not that you’d find much use with the 
Gifts gone.” She gave a sad sort of smile. “In a way, it’s almost a relief. It will be nice to do 
something other than cook for once. I think PI try knitting.” 


She wandered back inside, hand in hand with her husband. 
The silence outside was deafening. 

“We have done them wrong,” Mariano stated gravely. 

No one could argue with him. 


Not after seeing that broken family putting each other back together again. 
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Worth It 


"You didn't need to do that Pepa," Bruno murmured once they were all safely inside the 
church again. 


"Yes, I did," Pepa retorted sharply. "I did it when we were kids. I did it when we were 
teenagers. I did it when we were adults. I'm not going to stop now." 


"That was awesome mamá," Camilo whispered in awe. "It only took one punch!" 
Pepa flushed a bit at her son's words. 
"Ay, mi vida has always had one mean right hook," Felix said proudly. 


That broke the tension as the kids excitedly started talking about what they'd seen. Pepa was 
a bit flustered by it all but decided to mostly ignore it, linking her arm through Bruno's. Still 
too thin and bony, her heart ached as she squeezed his hand. 


"We stick together Brunito," she murmured. 
Her hermano stared up at her with wide eyes and it reminded her of the first time. 


The first time she'd seen someone shout at Bruno, shove her hermanito hard enough he 
stumbled and fell. They'd barely been ten, five years into having their Gifts and most of the 
other children were scared of Bruno. 


The storm from that day was still legendary. 


Lightning split the sky and thunder crashed, clouds rapidly blotting out the previously sunny 
sky. 


Pepa could almost feel the electricity on her skin, feel the thunder pounding in her head as 
her fury rolled through her. 


"Get away from him!" She snarled, wind carrying her voice towards the target of her anger. 
Ricardo looked up in fright, standing over Bruno sprawled on the floor. 

She could have used the lightning she supposed. She could have directed it to strike nearby. 
Or to strike him. 


But it wouldn't have been nearly as satisfying as the crunch her fist made when it met his 
cheekbone. 


There was a crack and her hand hurt but she didn't care. He'd hurt her hermanito and no one 
got away with hurting Bruno around her. 


No one. 


Even at such a young age, younger than Ricardo by years, she still towered over him while he 
sprawled on the ground. 


"Don't you ever touch Bruno again," she snarled. 


The lightning was a dramatic and terrifying background that framed her figure and both 
Ricardo and his little gang fled in terror. 


A sharp pain in her hand made her hiss when she relaxed it as they disappeared from sight. It 
was enough to snap Bruno out of his shock and he scrambled up to stand next to her, gently 
lifting her wrist. 


“You broke your hand,” he said in disbelief. 
“Worth it,” she shrugged. 


“Pepa! I don t want you to get hurt because of me!” those big green eyes were upset but she 
only smiled and reached up to brush under the scrape on his cheek with her other hand. 


“And I don t want you hurt at all,” she stated. 


Her hermanito stared at her in both awe and worry. The rain had plastered his hair to his 
face and he looked like a drowned rat in his oversized ruana. 


She doubted she looked much better. 


“Come on Brunito, lets go home,” she murmured, wrapping her uninjured arm around his 
shoulders and starting to walk. 


Julieta had scolded them both as she shoved food at them and wrapped them in warm towels. 
But Pepa had never regretted her actions. She'd felt new fury as Julieta fussed over Bruno s 
scrapes and scratches from his fall and her storm raged for days after. 


Ricardo never touched Bruno again. He mocked him and tried to hurt him with words. He 
tried to rile others up to hurt him. But he never touched Bruno again. 


That was worth the broken hand. She’d almost been sad it was healed so quickly with her 
hermana’s cooking. She would have worn that injury with pride. 


She was pulled from her thoughts when Bruno reached out to cradle her hand, so much like 
back then. Worried green eyes studied the bloodied knuckles but the sting was still worth it. 


She’d long since learnt how to throw a punch without breaking her hand after that first time. 
She’d learned how to fight through necessity when their stupid peers tried to hurt her 
hermano. 


It became a well-known fact. If they touched or upset Bruno, they were getting a Pepa 
beatdown. 


And one hell of a storm to go with it. 


The last time Ricardo had tried to get Bruno kicked out of the Encanto had resulted in a 
hurricane and several broken bones. 


None of them hers. 

“You’re hurt,” Bruno said in worry. 

“Worth it,” she answered without hesitation. 

His unimpressed expression was so familiar she couldn’t help pulling him into a hug. 
“Always worth it Brunito,” she whispered. 

He yelped initially but relaxed after a moment, tentatively hugging back. 

“Gracias,” he mumbled into her shoulder, too quietly for anyone to hear. 

She pressed a kiss to his cheek before letting go. 

“Why’s that guy got such a problem with Tio Bruno anyway?” Camilo asked. 
“Ricardo,” Pepa scowled. “He’s always been a-” 

“Language Pepa,” Julieta scolded her before she could say it and Pepa pouted at her. 
“Was it a vision?” Dolores asked gently. 


Bruno winced. “Sí,” he sighed. “The first and only vision he got from me. I saw his mama 
die.” 


They all winced at that. 

“She got very sick a couple of years later,” Julieta sighed. 

Illnesses had never been within her reach to heal. 

“He always blamed Bruno, from day one,” Pepa shook her head in disgust. 
“He’s an idiot,” Camilo declared loudly, getting agreements from everyone. 


Bruno opened his mouth and Pepa held up a finger to stop him in his tracks. “No Bruno. It 
might have been understandable for an eight-year-old to believe that, but he’s a grown man. 
He shouldn’t be holding onto this estúpido grudge. 


He gave a meek nod when she continued to stare at him. And then Julieta grabbed her hand 
to clean and wrap it. 


“This brings back memories,” their hermana said dryly. “At least you didn’t break your hand 
this time.” 


“Break her hand?!” Isabela and Mirabel yelled. 

Bruno nodded. “T-The first time Pepa punched him.” 

“How old were you?” Dolores asked. 

“Ten.” 

The kids all stared at Pepa in awe again and she flushed. 

“Ay you are never going to let me live that down are you?” she grumbled at her hermano. 


Surprisingly, Bruno smiled. It was small but there was a hint of that cheekiness she 
remembered from him. 


“No.” 
She snorted and shook her head. Ay but she’d missed him... 
Like hell she was letting anyone take him away again. 


While everyone fussed she met her mamá eyes. Alma was frowning and Pepa remembered 
all the lectures she’d gotten as a result of her fights. It was the one thing she’d never backed 
down about with her mama. 


She wouldn’t start now. 


Apologies and Cuddles 


Things had calmed down after all the excitement from that morning. After eating lunch, most 
of the family plus a few volunteers had headed to the ruins of the house to see if anything 
could be salvaged. 


Antonio was too young to take along though and Mirabel and Camilo had been ordered to 
rest so they’d been left behind with Bruno to watch over them. 


Antonio didn’t mind at all, playing with the rats that still followed Bruno everywhere. He was 
sad he couldn’t understand them anymore but he still loved playing with them. 


Camilo and Mirabel on the other hand were less than pleased. Neither of them liked sitting 
out when they could be helping and they also weren’t used to lingering pain that didn’t come 
from sickness. 


Put simply, they were grumpy and restless. 


At a bit of a loss for what to do but wanting to make them feel better, Bruno offered to tell the 
pair stories about the family. 


They both settled next to him wearing the pouty scowls of teenagers, but those vanished 
pretty quickly when their Tio started talking. 


The priest could hear the soft talking from his room, unable to help listening as Bruno spoke 
about the Madrigal family. Stories of their hermanas, of their parents. Anything that came to 
his mind really. 


Occasionally he’d hear a reaction from the teenagers, a laugh or a snort. A giddy declaration 
of using this as blackmail material. 


Eventually, it all fell silent though. 


Curious over what had caused the stories to cease, the priest moved over to open his door and 
slipped out quietly. 


He didn’t expect the sight he found though. 


Mirabel and Camilo were fast asleep. Mirabel was hugging her Tio 5 arm like it was a teddy 
bear, breathing evenly. Camilo had somehow ended up with his head in Bruno’s lap, more 
sprawled out than his prima. 


Bruno had tentatively rested a hand in his sobrino s curly hair and was staring down at him 
with a nostalgic expression, clearly lost in memories. 


The image was so far from the ‘Bad Luck Bruno’ stories that they’d told that the priest felt 
guilt weigh him down. Bruno looked in awe that he was sitting there with his sobrina and 


sobrino sleeping against him, that they trusted him enough to do it. 


He accidentally knocked something as he moved to return to his room and Bruno’s head shot 
up in surprise. The priest froze when he found those green eyes locked on him. 


Regular, green eyes. Not glowing. 
Dios mio, he’d been a brat when they were younger... 


“Lo siento,” he hurriedly apologised. “I just wanted to check that everything was okay. It got 
very quiet suddenly.” 


Bruno had hunched in on himself but he couldn’t move much without disturbing the kids and 
he seemed reluctant to do that. 


“Uh, um, the-the medicine th-they took for the p-pain,” he stuttered quietly. “I-It made th- 
them d-drowsy.” 


The priest nodded in understanding. They didn’t normally use that medicine since Julieta’s 
food had been a far better choice. But they’d still had it in case of emergencies. Like that time 
Julieta had become sick and hadn’t been able to cook for two weeks. 


Bruno lifted his hand from Camilo’s hair self-consciously but his sobrino protested with a 
whine in his sleep and he hurriedly replaced it. Camilo settled immediately again. 


“They seem pretty comfortable,” the priest said quietly. 


Bruno nodded hesitantly. ““Th-they used to do this a-a lot,” he admitted quietly. “B-Before I 
left.” 


Now that he thought about it, the few times they’d seen Bruno back in town when he was 
older, one of the Madrigal children was usually with him. Isabela had often been seen 
dragging him into town. And little Camilo and Mirabel were seen clutching his hands 
whenever they were there with him, chattering excitedly at their Tio. 


Bruno was staring down at the pair, seemingly caught up in another memory. 
“I’m sorry!” the priest blurted out, startling him. 
“What?” Bruno stared at him in confusion while Antonio peeked over a pew at them. 


“T-the men in my family have always gone bald pretty early in life,” he sighed. “It was 
something I feared when I was younger since my papá liked to tease me about it. So when 
you had your vision... I freaked out and blamed you. I’m sorry about that. I shouldn’t have 
kept it up. I’m a grown man and I was still whining about it. It was just... easier I guess. 
Having someone else to blame.” 


Bruno blinked at him in bewilderment. 


“So, um, sorry,” he repeated before escaping back to his room. At least he’d managed to say 
it. That was the first step in making up for his terrible behaviour. 


Bruno stared after the priest in confusion. That was... weird. 


After a moment, he shifted his attention back to the pair sleeping against him. A small smile 
tugged at his lips. He’d never thought he’d ever have this again. 


Camilo and Mirabel had been the twin terrors of the Madrigal house when they were young. 
They’d spent their days playing and planning pranks. They were still small though so they'd 
get tired in the afternoon usually. 


And that’s when they’d hunt down Bruno, whether he was in his room or somewhere else in 
Casita. They’d pile on top of him, one memorable time in the middle of a vision, and demand 
and plead for stories. And he’d oblige. Halfway through they’d usually be asleep, in these 
exact positions, and he’d be stuck for an hour or so. 


He’d never minded though. He’d loved being the one they went to. He’d loved that little Mira 
cuddled into his side and his arm would go numb from her weight and hugging. He’d loved 
that Camilo would climb into his lap and sprawl out, sleeping restlessly unless Bruno pet his 
brown curls. Then he’d settle and they’d both sleep peacefully until it was time for them to 
return to raining chaos down on the family. 


Bruno smiled softly. 


He hadn’t felt this at peace in years. 


Adjustments 
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With most of the town helping, progress in cleaning up the rubble was made pretty quickly. 
They managed to scavenge some useful things from the ruins. Clothes, personal items that 
survived the collapse. It wasn't much but it was something. 


The town was also tripping over itself to help them out. Julieta thought it was kind of them. 
Pepa thought it was because Mirabel and the others had made them feel guilty. 


Bruno was pretty sure it was a mixture of both. 


Either way, both women's protective instincts had been turned all the way up. And not only 
when it came to Bruno. 


When someone unthinkingly slipped back into old habits and casually asked if Camilo would 
babysit so that they could go visit friends in peace, they were faced with an enraged Pepa 
before Camilo could even say a word. 


The villager had been sent running after her string of curses and her shouted "My hijo is 
injured and even after everything you've heard you still want him to work so that you can go 
relax somewhere?!" 


No one brought it up but Camilo leaned against his mother a little while later and she 
wrapped an arm around his shoulders, kissing his hair lightly. 


Both Pepa and Julieta were fiercely protective of their younger children now. Isabela had 
quite effectively cut off anyone trying to ask Luisa for any favours and her glower was 
enough to send them slinking away. 


Dolores just stared at them with a bored expression if they asked her anything and remained 
silent until they left, feeling very uncomfortable and ashamed and not knowing why. 


It was only a small minority that kept asking though. Most of the town was actively trying to 
change their behaviour, offering help instead of asking for it. 


They offered to watch Antonio so that the family could all rest. They offered rooms in their 
own houses so that the family could sleep on proper beds. They offered food and clothes and 
anything they thought the Madrigals might need. 


The family was a bit overwhelmed by it all. 
In the end, they decided that it would be better to accept the offers on housing and split up. 


Mariano was the only one they really trusted to be kind to Bruno, so he'd go there. Both Pepa 
and Julieta demanded to stay with their hermano and no one was going to argue with them. 


Their husbands just smiled and said they'd bunk over at their family's houses. They might 
have grown a little distant from them over the years in the chaos of being a Madrigal but their 
families still warmly invited them back. Agustin took Mirabel with him and Felix took 
Camilo and Antonio. 


Dolores, Luisa and Isabela bunked at a friend's house and Abuela stayed with a friend of hers 
as well. 


It was an adjustment and the people they stayed with were often left wondering at the things 
they learned about the family. 


Mariano smiled to himself as he peered around the corner. 
"Mariano?" His mamá asked in confusion. 
He shushed her gently and gestured for her to take a look. 


The triplets were sprawled on the floor in the room. Julieta was humming an unfamiliar song 
as she brushed through her hermano's tangled hair. Pepa was sitting in front of Bruno while 
he braided her hair with practised ease. 


All three looked content in a way he'd never seemed before. 
Mariano turned to his mamá to see her smiling as well. 


They left the three to some well-deserved peace. 


The villagers that came across the strange scene stopped to stare in bewilderment. The three 
Madrigal hermanas were eagerly dying every scrap of fabric Isabela owned any colour that 
wasn't pink. There was no rhyme or reason and sometimes the colours clashed terribly. But 
Isabela was beaming and laughing and all three of them seemed to be having the time of their 
lives. 


There was dye on their skin, in their hair, just everywhere and they didn't seem to care in the 
slightest. 


No one had seen the three so genuinely happy before. 
Or just having fun together. 


It left a lot of them wondering over how much they'd missed. How had they missed how fake 
the smiles had been before? 


Carlos was bewildered to walk into the kitchen to find his nieto sitting and eating breakfast 
already. 


"Camilo?" He asked in surprise. 


The boy looked up at him. "Hola Abeulo," he greeted. 
"What are you doing up so early?" 
Camilo looked confused. "I'm always up at this time." 


Felix chuckled from behind Carlos and he turned to gape at his hijo. Felix had been a 
notoriously late sleeper when he was young. 


"The Madrigals get up early papa," he clapped Carlos on the shoulder. "They don't know how 
to sleep late." 


"There's too much to do to waste time sleeping," Camilo wrinkled his nose at the thought. 


Felix chuckled and ruffled Camilo's hair as the kid stood up with his dishes. He swiped them 
out of the boy's hands. 


"Go find your Tio. You said you were spending time with him again," he told Camilo. 
The teen grinned at him and sprinted out of the room. 

"Everyone is an early riser?" Carlos asked, bewildered. 

"Abuela didn't give anyone a choice," Felix muttered. 

Carlos looked at him in confusion and Felix sighed. 


"Abuela has always had high standards for her family." He met Carlos' eyes with an 
unusually serious expression. "Unfairly high standards." 


"What do you mean?" Carlos asked. 

Felix turned back to his dishes as he answered. 

"Camilo made his own breakfast." 

Carlos startled. "But his arm?!" 

"Not an excuse according to Abuela." Felix shrugged. 

Now Carlos understood why Felix was so quick to take the dishes away. 


"They're used to pushing themselves too far, to their limits," Felix sighed. "Agustin and I 
tried to temper it since Pepa and Julieta grew up that way. But there was only so much we 
could do." 


Carlos' heart twisted. He hadn't realised that his hijo had been struggling with this. The 
Madrigal family looked so perfect from the outside. 


He was ashamed to admit that he'd drifted away from Felix after his wife had died. Maria had 
been the one most determined to stay close, inviting Felix and Pepa over for Sunday dinners. 


She hadn't even been able to see little Dolores take her first steps before passing. After that, 
he'd created a rift with Felix. 


In his grief, he'd blamed Bruno and his vision of Maria’s funeral. 


Felix refused to hear a word of it and stopped bringing his family around. By the time Carlos 
had let go of the foolish grudge and blame, his hijo was distant and he hadn't known how to 
bridge the gap. 


"How is Bruno?" He found himself asking, the accusations of the younger Madrigals still 
echoing in his ears. 


Felix stiffened and glanced at him suspiciously. 
"Camilo seems close to him despite his absence," Carlos hurriedly explained. 


"Camilo has always loved his Tio," Felix looked back at the soapy water, dishes long since 
cleaned. "He and Mirabel followed Bruno everywhere. They were devastated when he 
disappeared. Camilo cried for days. I found him outside Bruno's dark door many times. He 
may not remember my hermano, but he still loves him. It would be very foolish to say 
anything negative about him now. My hijo is as fierce as his mamá when it comes to 
protecting those he loves." 


"I've long since moved on from foolish grudges," Carlos sighed. 


Felix hummed as he dried his hands. "I hope so. Especially if you wish to have any kind of 
relationship with Camilo. I'm not sure he will forgive even Abuela her slights against Bruno." 


He looked unusually angry himself and Carlos stayed quiet. Felix was a long way from the 
happy-go-lucky youth that had swept Pepa Madrigal off her feet. He was a father. And he'd 
long since surpassed Carlos while he'd been too busy stewing in his own misery. 


Agustin smiled over his morning coffee as he watched his madre gush over Mirabel's 
embroidery. He'd always known that she and his youngest would adore each other. 


But the sheer amount of tension between Sofia and Alma had prevented much contact. 


The two despised each other. Sofia had been furious to learn that he'd fallen for the oldest 
Madrigal triplet, but once she'd met his lovely Juli she'd changed her mind very quickly. 


She still disliked Alma though. Their few attempts at family dinners had ended in failures so 
they'd eventually stopped trying. Isabela and Luisa had vague memories of their Abuela 
Sofia, but she refused to visit the house so they barely knew her. 


Mirabel hadn't known her at all which was something that was being fixed thankfully. He 
should have done this a long time ago. 


Sofia was a strong, opinionated woman who had raised a very accident-prone son all on her 
own when his padre had run off. Mirabel could learn a lot about self-esteem from the woman. 


He hoped that she'd be able to undo some of the damage that had been done. 


"Oh!" Mirabel exclaimed when she realised the time. "I've got to go! Sorry, I promised 
Camilo and Tio Bruno that I'd meet up with them." 


She hurriedly grabbed her bag and he watched her carefully for any signs of dizziness. She 
seemed fine as she waved goodbye and ran out of the house. 


Sofia sipped from her coffee as they listened to Mirabel's fading footsteps. 
"Alma really did a number on that girl," she muttered. 
Agustin sighed. "Please madre. Not now." 


She raised an eyebrow at him but fell silent. Their arguments over Alma usually ended in him 
leaving and having long, confused conversations with his wife. He couldn't do that now 
though since he didn't want to interrupt her time with Bruno. 


"Hmm, how are the rest of your girls?" Sofia asked. 
The question wasn't much safer but he preferred it to talking about Abuela. 


He loved his madre. But she had strong opinions. 


Dolores squeaked when she caught sight of Isabela and Mariano talking, quickly ducking out 
of sight. Isabela gave him a sad smile and said something. He seemed sad as well but he 
returned the smile. 


Isabela patted his shoulder before walking away again. 


Mariano sighed and sat on a nearby bench. After a moment of hesitation, Dolores inched out. 
He'd been so kind to her family, and especially her Tio, she wanted to help him if she could. 


"Mariano?" She spoke up and he looked at her in surprise. 

"Dolores?” 

"Are you alright?" 

He sighed again. “Isabela and I just needed to talk. I had no idea she was so miserable.” 
“It wasn’t your fault,” she felt like she had to insist. 


He let out a quiet chuckle. “That’s what she said too. I guess... I was just so blinded by the 
idea of getting a family that I didn’t consider that it wasn’t what she wanted.” 


“She did panic hard when she heard the five kids thing,” Dolores conceded. 


That got a bit more of a laugh out of him and she smiled slightly. 


“No one holds it against you Mariano,” she told him. “Isa fooled all of us. Well, except Tio 
Bruno. But it wasn’t like he could say anything.” 


She hesitated a moment before she moved to sit down next to him. 
“But thank you, for caring about her,” she said softly. “For not getting angry.” 


He quirked a slight smile. “How could I get mad at her? Yes, she was a dream come true. But 
I think I loved the dream more than the woman in front of me. That wasn’t right.” He stared 
down at his hands. “I need to figure out if I really did love Isabela. Or if I just loved the idea 
of the life I could have had with her.” 


Dolores didn’t know what to say to that, staying quiet. After a moment, he shook his head. 


“But enough of this depressing talk.” He jumped to his feet and offered her a hand. “It’s 
almost time for dinner and I believe all the Madrigals are gathering at my house. We should 
get going.” 


She shyly took the offered hand and he helped her to her feet before they began walking 
towards his home. She didn’t need her Gift to hear her heart pounding in her chest. 


It was hard to deny the small bit of hope that ignited in her heart. She would give him the life 
he spoke about in a heartbeat. 


But he was right. He needed to figure out what woman he wanted to share that life with first. 


Until he found his answer though, Dolores felt like it was safe enough to hope and go back to 
sighing wistfully whenever she saw him. 


Mariano was no longer betrothed after all. He had been. So the vision had already come to 
pass. 


And Mariano was still single. 
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They were making gradual but steady progress with clearing away the rubble of the old 
house. They had new plans drawn up and everyone had a voice in the design. It was still 
bittersweet to have lost their home, but the family had never been closer with each other or 
the townspeople. 


They were connecting with old friends they’d grown distant from, they were reconnecting 
with estranged family. 


They were reconnecting with each other. 
Bruno was never alone anymore. He thought that that would overwhelm him but it didn’t. 


He could never be unhappy when Pepa or Julieta slipped a hand into his. He could never be 
unhappy with the hugs and excited chatter from his sobrinos and sobrinas. The claps on the 
shoulder or back from Agustin and Felix were more grounding and supportive than anything 
else. 


The only member of the family that he didn’t spend any time around outside of meals was his 
mama and he wasn’t ready to change that yet. He wasn’t ready to face her. 


He was still too scared. 
And too angry. 


He still loved his mamá, he didn’t think that would ever change. She was his mama and she 
loved him. He knew that. But she’d made many mistakes and sometimes the damage those 
mistakes caused was irreparable. 


The damage to him. 
The damage to his family. 


Julieta had always been the most forgiving among them. She was the one that could reach out 
to their mama and make sure she was okay and he wasn’t upset about that. He was glad that 
one of them could because Pepa sure wasn’t going to with the anger she was still nursing. 


Pepa could hold one hell of a grudge. And she was the least forgiving of them. If Bruno was 
struggling to even consider forgiving their mama, then Pepa likely never would. 


And that was her right. No one else could dictate when it was time for someone to forgive 
someone that had wronged them. 


He wondered about the kids though. The thing was, Alma had hurt all of them in one way or 
another. 


Felix and Agustin may have only been hurt peripherally through the pain of watching their 
wives suffer, but that had still left a mark. Like his wife, Agustin was far too kind to really 
hold much of a grudge. He wouldn’t stand to see it happen again, but he was also the most 
civil to Alma aside from Julieta. 


Felix, despite being optimistic and one of the most cheerful people Bruno had ever met, 
refused to speak with Alma. The thing most people forgot about Felix was that he loved his 
family fiercely. And he’d spent years watching Pepa get her emotions twisted around for the 
benefit of the community. And now he’d found out that his children had been suffering too. 


The man was pissed to say the least and in an effort to not start a fight, he was just avoiding 
speaking with Alma entirely. 


The kids were an entirely different story. They all skirted around their Abuela for different 
reasons. 


Isabela was spitting mad and her temper was on a short leash. Not for what had been done to 
her though. She was furious over what had been done to her hermanas. She was livid over 
how Alma had made them feel. Bruno had always known that Isa was a firecracker under the 
calm exterior but it seemed to have taken his mamá by surprise. Isabela had already lost it 
once on the woman when she made a comment on the broken engagement. 


His sobrina had one foul mouth apparently and Bruno still wasn’t sure where she’d learnt all 
those curse words from... 


Luisa, on the other hand, didn’t seem to hold anger towards her Abuela. She seemed more 
disappointed than anything. Luisa was perfectly civil with her but she wasn’t comfortable 
speaking with her for long. 


Mirabel outright avoided her Abuela. Bruno didn’t doubt that Mirabel would forgive his 
mama. She was far too much like Julieta in that way. She was almost too forgiving. But 
seeing how everyone else was holding a grudge seemed to have given her something to think 
on and the instant forgiveness that Bruno had half expected from her didn’t come. He found 
that he was glad for that. He honestly wanted his mamá to work for forgiveness from the 
family. The fact that she hadn’t apologised or even addressed the matter made him sure that 
she still didn’t really understand the gravity of the situation. 


Dolores’ anger was a simmering pot compared to Isabela’s fireworks. She didn’t explode or 
yell, but her soft, oftentimes bitter comments hit home every time she chose to speak. It was 
becoming abundantly clear that Dolores’ had inherited her mamá 8 ability to hold grudges. 


Camilo both surprised him and yet didn’t. His sobrino was the most aggressive in his anger. 
He refused to allow Mirabel to be alone with their Abuela and he was often found shooting 
the old woman glares. As the time passed and no apology or mention of the situation was 
made, his bitterness and anger seemed to grow. 


So Bruno eventually spoke to him about it. 


“She wants to wait until it all just blows over and things go back to normal,” Camilo 
muttered bitterly as his Tio gently unwrapped his arm to change the bandages. It wasn’t a 
break but it had been a very bad sprain. “She still won’t admit that she was wrong.” 


Bruno sighed. “She won’t. She doesn’t want to think about it.” 
Camilo looked up, anger and bitterness bright in his eyes. “I won’t forgive her.” 


“Okay,” Bruno said calmly, checking on the swelling before he started wrapping the new 
bandages around his arm. 


Camilo was quiet for a moment before he spoke again. “That’s it? You’re not going to tell me 
that I have to?” 


Bruno gave him a small smile. “That would be hypocritical of me,” he murmured. “I’m not 
like Juli or Mirabel. I’ve never found it that easy to forgive.” 


He slipped Camilo’s arm back into the sling, making sure it was secure. He didn’t say 
anything as the tension seemed to rush out of his sobrino. 


“I just want her to admit that she was wrong,” Camilo said in a small voice. “I just want her 
to say that she’s sorry for hurting us. And mean it.” 


Bruno hesitated a moment before pulling Camilo into a hug. His sobrino went easily, curling 
into his Tio 5 side. 


“That’s a step that Abuela needs to make on her own,” he admitted. “She needs to realise and 
accept that what she did was wrong. We can’t get her to that realisation. She needs to do it on 
her own. Pll admit that she’s probably still recovering from losing Casita and the miracle. It 
was all she had left of our papá after all. But it’s still on her to figure that all out.” 


“It isn’t,” Camilo mumbled. 
Bruno hummed in confusion. 


“That candle wasn't all she had left of Abuelo,” he clarified. “She had you and mamá and Tia 
Julieta. She shouldn’t have needed the miracle too.” 


Something caught in Bruno’s throat and he swallowed hard. 
“Trauma does strange things to a person,” he murmured. 


“But it’s not an excuse,” Camilo whispered. 


“No,” Bruno sighed. “No it’s not. It’s a reason, but not an excuse.” 


They sat there for a while, Camilo grateful for the understanding he got from his Tio. And 
Bruno wondering what would happen to his family in the future. 


Lessons needed to be learned and things needed to change. But even with that, some people 
might have been pushed too far to go back to his mama with a smile. 


He wondered if she knew how much she might lose. 


New Normal - First Generation 


The biggest adjustment for the Madrigals in the end, was learning to live without their Gifts. 
Reconstruction had begun but there was a strict schedule that allowed everyone enough off 
time to rest and do other things. The family was already learning from their mistakes. 
Although learning what to do with that off time was another matter entirely. Especially as 
they tried to adapt to a life without magic. 


Bruno had thought that he wouldn’t miss his Gift, but strangely enough, he did. Even though 
he hadn’t actively used it for ten years, he’d still get the small dream visions that showed him 
little moments in his family’s lives. Now his dreams were too quiet. 


Without the visions to fill them, the nightmares that snuck in on the few nights he didn’t have 
dream visions in the past took over. 


Bruno came awake with a gasp, screamed accusations still filling his ears. Between his less 
than pleasant childhood and the things he’d sometimes seen in the worst visions, his 
imagination had a never-ending supply of nightmare fuel. 


It took him a moment to realise that someone was shaking him and there were frantic 
whispers over his head. He struggled to focus through his near hyperventilation and slowly 
his hermanas swam into view. Pepa was the one shaking his shoulder, concern clear in her 
eyes. 


“Bruno?” Julieta asked when she realised his eyes were open. Pepa immediately stopped 
shaking him but her hand stayed on his shoulder. 


He blinked rapidly for a few minutes, calming down quickly with the realisation that his 
hermanas were there. 


“L-Lo siento, did I wake you?” he asked shakily. 
“You were having a nightmare,” Julieta murmured, brushing his hair back from his face. 
“T-It happens,” he mumbled, pushing himself up to sit upright. 


His hermanas immediately moved to lean on either side of him and a wave of safety hit him, 
helping him to calm down the rest of the way. 


Pepa rested her head on his shoulder and Julieta threaded their fingers together. 
“You okay?” Julieta asked quietly. 


He hummed. “Get them sometimes. I just... they seem more common now without the 
visions.” 


“Your dream ones?” Pepa asked. 


He hummed again and sighed when experienced fingers moved up to massage the back of his 
neck. The tension drained out of him and he slumped against Julieta a little. 


She laughed softly as she continued the familiar motions. She used to do this all the time 
when he got headaches from overdoing the visions. Even if he didn’t have a headache now, it 
still helped with the tension. 


“Ts it weird that I miss them?” he asked quietly. “Even though I grew to hate the visions... the 
dream ones were nice. I got to see snippets of everyone’s lives. It felt like I was still... there 
in a way.” 


“Oh Brunito,” Pepa whispered. “I used to wonder if you still had those. If you still saw us 
sometimes in them.” 


“Most nights,” he admitted. “They helped...” 
They lapsed into silence for a moment. 
“Well, I hope you didn’t see anything you weren’t supposed to this time,” Julieta said dryly. 


“We don’t speak of that vision!” Bruno yelped, going bright red while Pepa fell over, 
cackling. “I can’t control them!” 


Both of his hermanas just laughed at him. Evil women... 


He wouldn’t trade them for anything. 


Pepa scowled up at the sunny sky. She’d been in a foul mood all day and it just made her all 
the more irritated that the weather didn’t reflect that. 


She hated it. She hated that the weather didn’t change to suit her mood, she hated that she 
missed it at all, she hated that it was gone. 


The sunny day felt like it was mocking her. 


“Mi amor?” Felix came up behind her and she sighed, slumping. Felix’s presence was already 
enough to take the edge off her irritation. 


He wrapped an arm around her waist and pressed a kiss to her temple. 
“Mi vida?” he asked. “What is wrong?” 


“Ts it stupid?” she murmured. He waited patiently until she continued. “To miss it? Even 
though I was always complaining about it all the time?” 


Felix was quick to shake his head. “No Pepa. Mi amor, it’s perfectly normal. Your Gift was a 
part of you. And you loved it. You just hated everything else that came with it. But when 


people left you alone and you were allowed to just be yourself, you loved your Gift.” 
She leaned into him and bit her lip. Her chest felt cold. 


“I hated so much about it,” she admitted in a whisper. “I hated that I had to be sad or happy 
on demand. I hated that the villagers got upset if the weather wasn’t perfect. Sometimes it 
wasn’t even me and Id still get blamed.” 


He rubbed her back soothingly. It had happened before. The Encanto would get a bad storm 
or, in one memorable instance, a tornado that Bruno predicted. And everyone would look at 
Pepa strangely and whisper about whether it had been her. Or whether she could have 
stopped it. 


There were times that mother nature was just going to do whatever it wanted though. 
Pepa didn’t have total control of the weather. Only partial. It had always scared her when the 
weather disobeyed her. 


“T hate this so much,” she whispered. She stared at the blue sky. “I feel like... everything 
around me is a lie. This isn’t how I feel.” 


Felix pulled her into a proper hug and they just stood there for a moment, Pepa drawing 
comfort from her husband. 


“Youll adapt. It’s a change and that’s difficult. Didn’t you say that you hated your Gift in the 
beginning? You never liked change mi vida.” 


She huffed out a laugh. “I suppose I don't,” she admitted. 
“You hated Agustin in the beginning.” 
She snorted. “Ay that poor man. I was terrible to him.” 


She rested her head on Felix’s shoulder. The sun was still shining and she still felt all wrong. 
But it was better with her husband there. Felix always made everything better. 


Her personal sun that shone just for her. 


Julieta sighed to herself as she watched Camilo run over to catch up with Mirabel and 
Antonio. She hated that a week had passed and he was still struggling with a sprained wrist. 
It made her feel useless, only able to give comfort and pain management with ice and 
medication. Mirabel was mostly healed up at least, just with a tender spot on her head that 
was quickly fading. 


She turned at the sound of footsteps and let out a noise of exasperation. 
“Agustin?” she sighed as she caught sight of her husband. 


Covered in bee stings. Again. 


He gave her a sheepish smile as she glared. With a sigh, she shooed him into a seat and 
pulled out some cream that should help numb the pain a bit. 


“You need to be more careful,” she scolded. “You know I can’t just heal you with an arepa 
anymore.” 


“I know, I know,” he assured her. “I can’t help that I’m clumsy though,” he grinned. “Don’t 
worry about it though. I’m fine. I went years without eating your food remember?” 


She startled at the reminder. Because Agustin’s mother had disliked her mamá so much, she’d 
avoided the Madrigals a lot. So even though Agustin was so prone to accidents, he hadn’t 
ever gone to Julieta for food. He was used to dealing with them without magical healing. 
That had only changed when he met Julieta and they started dating. 


"I wish I could heal you though," she sighed. While she didn't miss the constant need to cook, 
she did miss the ability to help others. 


He gently took her hand in his. 


"Juli," he gave her that goofy grin she'd fallen for. "You make everything better just by being 
you." 


And the void in her chest lightened a bit as she smiled at him. 


No matter what, Agustin was always her support. 


New Normal — Second Generation 


Living without her magic was a major adjustment for Isabela. She had to change the way she 
moved around since she no longer had vines to carry her. She still turned sometimes, thinking 
she'd caught sight of flowers sprouting up, but it was always her imagination. 


She missed it. 


She'd just started to experiment with new plants and then her Gift vanished, leaving a hole in 
her chest that she didn't know how to fill. 


She refused to mope though. She wasn't the only one to lose her Gift. And she needed to set a 
good example as the oldest. 


So she went to the library in her spare time and found books on gardening and plants. 


It was... fascinating to read actually. She'd never given any thought to things like this before 
since her magic made her plants thrive no matter the conditions they were growing in. 


But now she learned about different soils, water needs and so much more. 
She grinned to herself, already knowing what she was going to do. 


Mirabel found her with soil-covered hands as she filled up a pot plant. She didn't say 
anything as Isabela hummed, carefully putting the small cactus in, checking the book next to 
her now and then. She moved the soil to more fully cover the roots, tongue sticking out as she 
concentrated on not pricking herself. 


When she was done she sat back with a wide grin and reached over for a watering can. 
Mirabel smiled softly as she moved forward. 

"Hey Isa," she greeted softly. She hadn't seen her hermana this happy in far too long. 
Isabela looked up and beamed at her, holding the pot plant up. 

Mirabel chuckled as she came to sit next to her happy hermana. 

“It’s beautiful Isa.” 


“T thought I could get started on some plants for the new house,” she admitted. “To brighten 
up the place.” 


Mirabel grinned. “Can I help?” 


Isabela only smiled wider and showed her the book she was using. 


Luisa felt lost. She knew that she didn't have to be useful to be loved, Isabela and her mama 
had drilled that into her head pretty quickly. 


She still felt adrift though. Not sure what to do now that she did have free time. 


She ended up following Isabela to the library at some point. Her hermana seemed to still 
have her life figured out despite everything that had happened. Luisa admired that about her. 


While she had her nose buried in gardening books, Luisa wandered around. She'd never 
actually been here before. 


She was a bit surprised to find Dolores sitting in a corner of the building, avidly reading a 
book. 


"Dolores?" She called softly. 


Her prima squeaked in surprise and jumped a little, eyes reluctantly leaving the pages of the 
book. 


"Luisa?" 


"Uh, sorry to interrupt you," Luisa gave an awkward laugh. "I was just curious. What are you 
reading?" 


For some reason, her question made Dolores blush bright red as she quickly hid the book's 
cover. 


"Oh nothing, nothing," Dolores gave her a panicky smile. "What brings you to the library?" 
A little confused by her flustered state, Luisa shrugged it off and sat down next to her. 


“Just trying to figure out something to do,” she admitted. “I’m not used to... not doing 
anything. Isabela is already growing new plants for when we finish the house but everyone 
said that I’m supposed to take a break and do something else other than working.” 


Dolores nodded thoughtfully. “Have you thought of giving reading a try?” she asked. 
Luisa shrugged. “Not really. Never really had the time to.” 
“Well, then now is a great time to try it,” Dolores pointed out. 


She got up and disappeared into the shelves for a moment before reappearing with a different 
book. 


“Here, this is a good one,” she suggested. “Give it a try.” 
Luisa accepted the book hesitantly. She just wasn’t sure if reading was her thing. 


Later, Julieta was searching for her missing daughters and found them all in the library. 
Mirabel and Isabela were bent over books on different types of plants and making notes on 


which ones to try. Luisa was sitting with Dolores and both were entirely engrossed in their 
books. 


She smiled and left them to it. A little longer wouldn’t hurt anyone. After all, she didn’t even 
know where Camilo and Bruno had run off to. She fully expected to hear about whatever 
nonsense they got up to though. 


Camilo was bringing out the mischievous side of her hermano again. 


She couldn’t be happier. 


Dolores had never realised how quiet the world was without her Gift. How muffled 
everything was. 


It frightened her. 


She missed all the things that she’d thought were intrusive before. Hearing her family’s 
voices and heartbeats. Now she didn’t know if everyone was okay without seeing them. She 
didn’t know if anyone was in trouble, if anyone was fighting. 


She didn’t know if Abuela had apologised and the not knowing made her all the more bitter 
with the woman. 


Everything built up to her having a minor breakdown in a quiet corner of town. 
She hated this quiet, muffled world. 


“Dolores?” a voice called. She couldn’t immediately recognise it because everything sounded 
different now. 


So she lifted her head, quickly wiping the tears away, to find Mariano watching her in worry. 
Great, of everyone in town who had to find her, it was her crush. 
“Are you okay?” he asked gently. 


Why did he have to be so-so-so perfect?! So kind and nice and so completely out of her 
reach? 


She nodded. “I’m fine, don’t worry,” she assured him. He didn’t look so sure though. 
“Mind if I join you?” he asked kindly. 
She really couldn’t say no to him and just nodded. 


He sat next to her in silence for a moment and the quiet grated on her ears in an unfamiliar 
way. 


“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked gently. 


She sighed, resting her chin on her knees. “The world’s so quiet,” she murmured. “It’s... hard 
to get used to.” 


Another silence settled over them and she wanted to scream. But then Mariano started 
talking. He spoke about how his mother was thrilled to have guests in the house. He talked 
about the prank he’d seen Camilo play with Bruno being dragged after him. He spoke about 
the villagers he’d seen Pepa snap at when they dared to ask her family do something extra. 


Dolores found herself relaxing as the air filled with his soothing voice and her anxiety faded 
as well. 


She smiled softly to herself. She was so gone on the man, but could anyone really blame her 
for being smitten? 


They sat there for a while longer as her tension drained away before he stood and offered his 
hand to her, escorting her back for dinner. 


She didn’t mind not having her Gift if she got to listen to his voice this close again. 


The absence of his Gift was like a gaping hole in his chest and Camilo found himself rubbing 
over the spot regularly. 


He often found the urge to shift rise in him only to die at the realisation that he couldn't. 


He missed it. Missed slipping from one form to the next. He felt like he was trapped in this 
one and his fingers twitched with the desire to scratch at his skin. 


He took a couple of deep breaths until the urge faded again. 


He hadn't expected it to be so difficult to get used to not having his Gift anymore. But then 
again, he'd had it for ten years which was double the time he'd lived without it. 


But whatever, he'd adapt. He just needed to get used to it. 


Someone leaned against the railing next to him and he glanced up to see that it was his Tio 
Bruno. 


"You okay Cami?" He asked. "You're not usually this quiet." 


Camilo shrugged, secretly thrilled that Bruno was comfortable and confident enough to start 
using nicknames with them. 


"Just... adjusting,” he mumbled. 
"Ah, your Gift?" His Tio asked gently. 
Camilo nodded with a sigh. "It's just... weird. I feel... weird." 


Bruno hummed. "It is. You don't really know how used to something you are until it's gone." 


"Yeah," Camilo rested his chin on his good arm. The other was still sore and the time it was 
taking to heal was chafing on him. Mirabel was pretty much back to normal. But his arm was 
still in a sling. 


“You know it’s okay to miss it right?” Bruno asked. 
Camilo turned his head to look at the man in confusion. 
“It’s okay to feel sad that it’s gone,” he clarified. 


Camilo’s shoulders slumped a bit. “I keep forgetting sometimes. That I can’t anymore. And 
then I want to and I just...” 


“Can’t,” Bruno finished when he trailed off and he nodded miserably. 


Bruno hesitated for a moment before reaching out and pulling Camilo into a sideways hug. 
Camilo went easily enough, leaning against his Tio’s side. 


He was... he was upset. But it was nice to actually be able to show that for once. To not have 
to put on a mask. 


They stood in silence for a while, just enjoying the company and understanding. It made the 
hole in Camilo’s chest ache a little less. 


Antonio missed talking to animals. He'd only had the ability for a few days before he'd lost it. 
But in the end, it was okay. Because his family made sure it was. 

His mama hugged and cuddled him, kissing his cheeks and making him giggle. 

His papa had tickle fights with him, making him shriek with laughter. 

Dolores told him stories and Camilo played with him often. 

Isabela and Luisa took him for walks in the forest. 

Mirabel was always there to talk and play with. 

And now he even had Tio Bruno who let him play with his rats whenever he wanted! 


After thinking about it for a few days, he decided that it was okay that he didn't have a Gift 
anymore. His family was better. 


First Steps 


Another two weeks passed and the division in the family only grew. Julieta sighed to herself 
as she watched Isabela go storming off away from Abuela. 


She understood their anger. She was still angry herself at her mama. 


But it also hurt to see everyone like this. Most of them tensed at any mention of Abuela, 
which made dinner incredibly awkward sometimes. There was also hurt under the anger, 
bitterness that dripped from sharp words. 


She couldn't even be upset about it. 
Julieta sighed and steeled herself. It was time to talk to her mama about this. 


She waited a moment until Isabela was out of sight before walking up to her frustrated 
looking mama. 


"Pretending that it never happened is only going to make things worse," she said softly. 


Her mama tensed and Julieta sighed. She was just so stubborn sometimes. But she supposed 
she and her siblings must have got it from somewhere. 


"No mama," she held up a hand. "I need you to listen. I don't think you realise just how close 
you are to losing everyone." 


That brought the old woman up short. Above everything, Julieta knew that Alma loved her 
family. She made a lot of mistakes but they were usually born from trauma and paranoia. Not 
an excuse, but a reason. 


"Mama, Bruno is terrified to be in the same room as you. Pepa can't look at you without 
storming. Felix even avoids you. Camilo and Isabela leave the room if you come in. Dolores 
practically ignores you and actively removes Antonio from your presence. Luisa gets anxious 
around you and Mirabel doesn't know how to talk to you. Ignoring it all isn't making anything 
better. It's making it worse because they don't think you care. They don't think you've realised 
that you were wrong." She hesitated. "And I pray that you have realised what you did wrong. 
Because otherwise I doubt our family will ever be whole again." 


Alma closed her eyes and let out a breath, looking older than her actual age. 


"I'm well aware that I was wrong mija," she whispered. When she opened her eyes there was 
only pain and regret. "I've seen how happy and free everyone is without their Gifts, without 
their duties weighing on them. I-I can see that they weren't happy before. But I don't know 
what to do about that. I don't know how to fix it." 


Julieta let out a soft sigh of relief. This was good. It was a good first step. 


She gently took her mother's hands in her own. 


"Mama, I'm not sure it can be fixed," she said gently. "It's not a house that can be rebuilt or 
repaired mamá. What we need is healing. And not the magical kind." She squeezed her hands 
when pain flashed across her face. "And healing takes time. And it's different for everyone. I 
love you mama, I always will. But I'm also so so angry about how you treated Mirabel." 


Alma flinched at the words but didn't pull away. 


"But as long as you never do that again, as long as you make it up to everyone, I can forgive 
you. Because I understand why and where it came from. But the others aren't me mamá. And 
I can't guarantee their forgiveness. Our family has been very hurt for a very long time." 


She gazed pleadingly at her mama. "You can't just ignore the situation and hope it will go 
away, that things will return to normal. That is the worst thing you could do." 


Alma blinked, trying to keep her tears at bay. 
"I wouldn't know where to start," she murmured hoarsely. 


"Mirabel," Julieta said immediately. "Start with Mirabel. At the very least mamá, she 
deserves an apology." 


"She deserves much more," Alma sighed heavily but she squeezed Julieta's hands in return. 


Yes, she was angry with her mamá. But she was hurting too. And while that didn't make 
anything better, it did mean something. 


Julieta hugged her for the first time since the entire mess began. 
"And if they need it, give them time mamá," she whispered. 


Alma nodded after taking a shaky breath. This wouldn't be easy, and in many situations, it 
would be painful. But it needed to be done. 


They couldn't leave this wound festering any longer. 


She still warned her family. Of course she did. She didn't want them to feel off-balance or 
ambushed when her mama did speak with them. 


Dolores only nodded, expression pinched but understanding. Isabela stormed off in a huff, far 
more expressive than she'd ever been before. Luisa looked a little nervous but other than that 
she seemed hopeful. Camilo barely let her get half the sentence out before he bolted, hands 
fisted at his sides as he ran away. 


She'd sighed tiredly at that. She knew that Camilo and Pepa would be the hardest. But she 
also understood why. 


Forgiveness wasn't a right. It was a privilege that needed to be earned. And her mama hadn't 
been working for it at all. 


Pepa glared down into the sink as she washed dishes, white knuckles hidden beneath the 
soapy water. Bruno was leaning against the counter, tapping anxiously at the wood and 
muttering to himself. 


"I don't want to forgive her," Pepa blurted out eventually. 
Neither of her siblings said anything so she continued. 


"We always forgave her before and she never /earned. We gave her chance after chance and 
she never gave us the same courtesy. I don't think I can do this again." 


She bit her lip, bowing her head. 


Julieta stayed silent as she watched her hermano hesitantly scoot closer to Pepa. She loved 
them, she was closer to them than she was to anyone else. They were triplets, as close as 
could be. 


But Pepa and Bruno shared an even closer connection born of an understanding she just 
didn't have. She'd never been feared or hated for her Gift. She'd never been able to 
understand that burden. So they'd turned to each other for comfort, to vent, to complain, to 
just hear someone else say it was unfair. 


Bruno nudged Pepa's side with his elbow and she leaned on him. 

"I don't know if I can either," he admitted quietly. 

Her heart broke for her siblings. She knew, without a doubt, that they loved their mamá. 
But sometimes, some wounds are too deep for even love to heal. 

"Be honest with her," Julieta found herself saying. "She needs to understand what she did." 
"She won't like what she'll hear," Bruno muttered. 


"That doesn't matter," Julieta came closer and gently tugged them both into her arms. "I'll 
support you both either way. There needs to be an end to this tension though. One way or 
another." 


"You won't ask for a big, happy family ending?" Pepa asked dubiously. 
Julieta gave a sad smile. "If I can't forgive her yet, how can I ask anyone else to?" 
They looked at her in surprise. 


"Mi hermana, mi hermanito, I love mama. But I'm not blind. And until she makes peace with 
you all, I have no forgiveness in my heart." 


The two swept her up in a hug, the words clear in their actions. 
Gracias. For taking their side. For supporting them. For picking them. 


And even if it broke her heart, she would always choose them. 


Telling Mirabel was different. Her hija stared into the distance for a moment when she 
finished explaining. 


"I don't know what I feel," she admitted. 

"That's alright," Julieta ran a hand through her youngest's curls. 

"I don't know what to do." 

"That's also alright." 

"What if I can't forgive her?" 

"That will be fine as well." 

Julieta cupped Mirabel's face gently as she stared at her mama with lost eyes. 


"This is about closure for you mija," She whispered. "That's what most of you are missing 
about this. You all need closure and she needs to give it to you. What you do after that is 
entirely up to you. And no one can fault you for whatever decision you make." 


Mirabel sank into the hug her mama offered. 
Her closure... this wasn't about Abuela or the family. This was about her. 
So what did she want? 


She didn't know. 


Mirabel, Luisa and Isabela 


Mirabel was sitting near the edge of town, staring up at the partially rebuilt house when 
Abuela approached her. 


The teenager was nervous and didn't turn to look at her. She didn't know what she wanted 
from this. 


After a moment, Abuela sat down next to her. They sat in silence for a moment, just staring at 
their half-built house. 


"I owe you an apology," Abuela started and Mirabel turned wide eyes to her. She didn't think 
she'd ever heard those words come from her Abuela. It was startling to hear them directed at 
her. 


The woman seemed pained as she looked at Mirabel. 


Her first instinct was to tell her that it was fine, that she didn't need to apologise. But then she 
remembered Isa pushing herself so much for the family. She remembered Camilo's bitter 
words directed at the woman. She remembered Luisa's tears and fear. She remembered her 
Tio s sacrifice to try and protect her. 


So she stayed silent. If only out of respect for their suffering and anger. 
Abuela continued speaking after a moment. 


"I should never have treated you the way I did. I-I have no excuse for what I did. I thought I 
was protecting the family. And forgot that you are who I should have been protecting as 
well." 


Mirabel swallowed hard and looked down. "Was it because I didn't get a Gift?" She asked, 
voice cracking as she asked the question that had weighed heavily on her for ten years. Even 
as a child she'd noticed the change in her Abuela s behaviour towards her. 


"I... don't know," Abuela finally answered with a sigh. "At first it was a fear that the magic 
was fading, that I was failing and you hadn't received a Gift as a result. As time passed and 
the Gifts remained strong though, I grew confused." 


She fell silent for a moment. 
"I think I blamed you for Bruno leaving," she admitted quietly. 
Mirabel looked up with surprised, hurt eyes and Abuela winced. 


"T'd asked him to look into the future for a reason you didn't get a Gift. And then he left. I 
couldn't understand what he could have seen to drive him away like that. And I connected it 
to you. That wasn't fair of me, you were only five." 


Mirabel could both understand that logic and still feel hurt by it. 


"It was the straw that broke the camel's back," she found herself saying. "Tio Bruno didn't 
only leave because of that vision. It just gave him the last push." 


Abuela lowered her head, not arguing Mirabel's point. 
They sat in silence for another moment, Mirabel gnawing on her lower lip anxiously. 


"I truly am sorry Mirabel," Abuela finally said. Actually hearing the words soothed 
something in her heart and Mirabel looked back at Alma to find tears in her eyes. She thought 
about it. She really thought about it properly for a few long minutes instead of making a snap 
decision in the moment. Her Abuela gave her that time, waiting silently for her reply. 


In the end, she felt that there was only one thing she could do that was true to who she was. 
That wouldn't leave her burdened with regret or guilt. 


She reached out and took Abuela's hands in her own. 


"I won't lie," she murmured. "You hurt me. A lot. I didn't... I didn't feel like I was actually 
part of the family a lot of the time. But that wasn't all on you. Everyone shares a little of that 
blame." She took a deep breath and squeezed the hands in hers. "Abuela, I love you. I don't 
think that anything could ever change that. I'm hurt and still figuring things out, but I know 
we'll make it through this. As... as long as we actually learn from this." She looked up at 
Abuela hopefully. "As long as it doesn't happen again. I could never stay mad at you Abuela." 


She was a little surprised when her Abuela pulled her into an unexpected hug but she wasn’t 
complaining. She couldn’t really remember the last time she got a hug from the woman. 


“We’ll make it through this,” Mirabel murmured again. 


Abuela pulled back and smiled at her, cupping her cheek. “Ay, Mirabel. You remind me so of 
my Pedro. You have his heart of gold.” 


That comment warmed her all the way to her toes and Mirabel smiled back. 
Yeah, they’d figure this out. With a lot of work and a lot of setbacks probably. 


But they’d get there. 


Alma’s conversation with Luisa was similar and yet more painful. She hadn’t realised how 
badly her emphasis on Luisa’s usefulness to the town had affected her nieta. 


Luisa sat and listened to her apology without comment or interruption. Alma was very 
surprised when the girl hugged her the moment she was finished. 


“I just wanted to hear that,” Luisa admitted softly during the hug. “I just... needed to hear 
that.” 


Ay... putting this off had done nothing but hurt her family even more. Would she ever stop 
causing them pain? 


“I’m sorry it took me so long,” Alma murmured. 

“It’s okay. You got there eventually.” 

With a lot of pushing from Julieta... 

They pulled apart and Alma took Luisa’s hand in hers. 

“Tve been a very foolish old woman,” she sighed. 

“Everyone makes mistakes,” Luisa argued. She was much too giving, much too kind. 


“Mine have hurt this family far too much.” Alma shook her head. “I need to do better. All of 
you deserve far better than I have ever given you. You deserve the world, Luisa. And I’ve 
done nothing but make you feel the opposite.” 


Luisa ducked her head but there was a small smile on her lips and something eased in Alma's 
heart to see it. 


The conversations with Mirabel and Luisa had been painful but went well for the most part, 
leaving Alma with the hope that they all might be like that. 


Isabela crushed that thought very quickly. 


"Sorry doesn't do anything!" She seethed. "Sorry doesn't tell me who I am under the perfect 
image I had to project. Sorry doesn't give me back a childhood that got spent being someone 
I'm not. Sorry doesn't make up for the terrible sister I was for years. Sorry doesn't do 
anything!" 


Tears glimmered in Isabela's eyes. 
"You don't get to soothe your conscience when I don't even know who I am!" 
She stormed off, wiping at her face hurriedly and leaving her shocked Abuela behind. 


This... this might be more difficult than she'd been expecting. 


Dolores, Camilo and Antonio 


When Alma tentatively approached Dolores, the girl was far calmer than Isabela. She agreed 
to listen with a pinched expression and didn't interrupt as her Abuela spoke and apologised. 


"I believe you," Dolores said eventually. "I believe that you regret hurting everyone. I never 
thought you didn't love this family." She looked up at the sky. "I can forgive you Abuela 
because I sort of understand why you acted the way you did. I heard you talking to Abuelo 
many times." 


Alma flinched a bit at that but stayed quiet. 


"I can forgive you. But I don't know if I can trust you with everyone again. I heard it all 
Abuela. I heard Mirabel crying after being excluded from the family again. I heard Camilo 
sneaking food because he was so hungry from overusing his Gift he was near fainting. I 
heard Luisa crying and wondering if she was being useful enough. I heard Isabela's pep talks 
to herself when she had to do something she didn't want to. I heard mama's mantra over and 
over and over again. Clear skies clear skies clear skies. Do you know how much I hate sunny 
days because of that? I heard Tio Bruno talking to himself in the walls, muttering about how 
everyone was better off without him. Happier without him. I heard everything. So I forgive 
you Abuela. And I love you. But I can't forget and I don't know if I'll ever be able to trust you 
to put the family first ever again." 


She met Alma's eyes for a moment, her mama's steely determination on her face, before 
walking away. 


Alma wasn't sure if she would have preferred being yelled at like with Isabela to this. 


Camilo was visibly displeased when Alma approached him and she expected this 
conversation to go as badly as the one with Isabela. 


It turned out it was worse. 


Bitterness dripped from his words and he seemed entirely uninterested in hearing what she 
had to say. 


He didn't yell, although she would have preferred it to the acidic words that he spat out. 


It was only when she spoke with him that she realised the consequences that came with 
putting this entire thing off. 


Luisa had acknowledged her delay but hadn't been overly upset by it. Isabela hadn't cared 
about it since she didn't want to hear a word of an apology at all. 


Camilo though, she could tell that this bitterness had festered and grown while he waited for 
her to admit her mistakes. 


She'd waited too long. 


"If we're not worth an apology earlier than a month after everything, then we're not worth 
much to you are we?" He spat. "We deserve better than that." 


She couldn't argue a word he said so he left her standing there, wondering if she could do 
anything right with them. 


Antonio found her there, long after Camilo left. He sat down next to her and didn't speak for 
a moment. 


"Are you okay Abuela?" He finally asked, innocent concern in his voice. 
She bowed her head. "No Antonio. I don't believe so." 


Without another word, he climbed into her lap and hugged her. The action brought tears to 
her eyes and she returned the hug tightly. 


"I'm so sorry for everything nieto," she whispered. 
"Okay." 
And that was that. It was simple for him. She said sorry so it was okay. 


To be a child was a blessing and she was thankful his childhood wouldn't be stolen from him 
like everyone else's. That he'd retain his childish innocence instead of losing it in an overload 
of duties and responsibilities. 


"Wanna come play with me and the rats?" He asked. 
"That sounds nice," she managed a smile for him. 


She was starting to really understand the scope of her mistakes. The consequences that came 
from them and her decision to avoid confronting it after. 


She wondered if she'd ever have any of the others smile at her as freely as Antonio was again. 


Julieta found her later that night, watching the stars as the family left after dinner. 
She didn't say anything, only leaned against the railing next to her mama. 

"Will they ever forgive me?" Alma wondered quietly. 

"I don't know," Julieta answered honestly. She paused. "How were the talks?" 


Alma gave a wan smile. 


"Isabela knows more curse words than I ever imagined." Her smile dropped. "I really hurt 
Camilo by leaving this too long, didn't I?" 


"You did," Julieta admitted. "I know Dolores was angry about that too." 
Alma sighed. 

"Are you going to give up?" Julieta asked mildly. 

Alma looked offended at just the idea and it drew a small smile from Julieta. 


"Don't try and overwhelm them mama. Show them that you're going to do better, that you are 
doing better. Prove that you've learned something. It still might not be enough but it'll be 
something." 


"Thank you Julieta," she murmured. "I know you're still angry with me." 


"I am. But I can see you're trying. As long as you make that effort with everyone, as long as 
everyone gets closure one way or another, then I'll be happy." 


She turned to face her mama. 


"I know you're going to talk to Bruno and Pepa next. I wanted to warn you. It's going to be 
hard. So remember, we still love you. But some wounds need to be cauterised to heal." 


Alma closed her eyes in grief. 


Ay...she knew this was going to hurt. 


Pepa and Felix 


Chapter Notes 


So going to be posting a lot in the next couple of weeks. My other fics should all be 
updated pretty soon so thanks to everyone who waited. 


Alma went to Pepa first. Mostly because she couldn't find Bruno anywhere. 


She could understand why he was avoiding her but it still hurt. He was finally home but she 
barely saw him at all. 


Pepa was preparing dinner in the kitchen. The family as a whole had kicked Julieta out of the 
house and all but ordered her to go on a date with her husband. Pepa had volunteered to make 
dinner with her gone. Most of the family knew how to cook to some extent, they just rarely 
did since it made the most sense for Julieta to. Or, at least it did. 


Old habits died hard. It was difficult to pry Julieta from the kitchen still. 


"Pepa? May I speak with you?" Alma asked tentatively. She didn't have the weather to judge 
her hija's moods anymore. 


Pepa gave a non-committal hum and didn't look up from where she was dicing tomatoes. 
Alma stood behind her, not feeling right about sitting down for this conversation. 


She took in the tense line of Pepa's shoulders and just knew this was going to be a painful 
talk. 


"You're angry with me." 

Pepa let out a bitter laugh. 

"What gave you that impression?" She muttered. 

"I've made many mistakes,” Alma sighed. “And I’ve hurt all of you.” 
This time Pepa didn’t say anything, continuing to dice the tomatoes. 
“I wanted to apologise,” Alma told her tentatively. 

“For what?” Pepa asked. “The list is long mamá.” 


She bowed her head. “For everything Pepa.” 


Her hija moved the tomatoes off to the side and started on the lettuce. 
“Kind of a vague answer there,” she muttered. 
“Hija-” 


“Do you know what you’re apologising for? Do you know what you’re asking me to 
forgive?” She slammed the knife down more aggressively than before. 


Alma had a feeling that she meant a lot more than just recently. 


“T can’t keep doing this mama. I’m not Julieta. I’ve never been able to forgive easily.” She 
shook her head sharply, not looking up from the food. “This last thing with Mirabel. Hearing 
that my children have been suffering right under my nose. That was the straw that broke the 
camel’s back. This has been simmering for years. A ‘sorry’ isn’t going to cut it.” 


Alma stayed silent as Pepa worked herself up. 
“You made Mirabel feel like a burden, like she was only dragging our family down.” 


A sharp movement as she pushed the lettuce to the side and pulled the cucumber close to 
slice. 


“You made my Dolores use her Gift to violate people’s privacy despite how she’s told 
everyone how that made her feel.” 


The sound of the knife hitting the cutting board was loud. 


“You made my Camilo feel like nobody wanted him for him. That he could only be useful if 
he turned into someone else.” 


A thud as she slammed the knife down hard, no longer cutting the cucumber as she gripped 
the counter. 


“And you would have done that all to Antonio. The day after his birthday you were already 
talking about how his Gift could be used to help the Encanto.” 


She shook her head and let out a bitter laugh. 


“I’m not blameless in all that. I still let you do it, despite remembering how I felt as a child. I 
let you put that pressure on my niños when I should have stepped in and put a stop to it right 
after Dolores got her Gift. P11 always live with the guilt that I allowed them to feel like 
tools.” 


She took a deep breath. 


“Tf it was just that then maybe I could forgive you. If it was only that, then perhaps I’d be 
angry for a while until I gradually let it go. But it isn t just about that. Because Bruno is home 
and that changes everything.” 


Finally, Pepa turned and Alma flinched at the fire in her eyes. 


“T protected Bruno from everything when we were younger. I protected him from the bullies, 
from the cruelty of the townspeople, from the side-effects of using his Gift too much. But 
what I couldn’t protect him from was you. I couldn’t protect him from the fact that you would 
always put the village above us. That you would always choose to side with the villagers 
instead of with us. I couldn’t protect him from the fact that after we got our Gifts, you saw us 
as tools as well. Tools to keep the candle lit and the Miracle strong.” Pepa glared at her. “We 
were fucking five,” She snarled, decades of suppressed anger and bitterness dripping from her 
tone. “You may have been in mourning, you may have lost a lot mamá. But that didn’t give 
you the right to take our childhoods and happiness away. We shouldn’t have had to suffer for 
your paranoia. It wasn’t fair!” 


She stalked forward and it felt so wrong that there was no cloud above her head, accenting 
her fury. 


“It wasn’t fair that I could never be a child again. That I had to suddenly have perfect control 
of my emotions. That I couldn’t throw a tantrum or cry or do anything but smile after that 
day. You told me ‘clear skies’. I grew to hate that phrase. I despised it. ‘Pepa you have a 
cloud!’ You would call that out to me often. But you never asked why there was a cloud. You 
never asked what had upset me. No, you dismissed it and ordered me to stop feeling at all. To 
get over it. That it didn’t matter. If it wasn’t for Juli and Bruno I would have broken a long 
time ago. Do you know how much pressure you put on me? On Juli? On Bruno? All we knew 
after our fifth birthday was that we had to be perfect, or we weren’t worth anything in your 
eyes anymore.” 


Alma had to swallow hard as Pepa’s gaze drilled into her. 


“T had to twist myself into knots to try and give people the right weather. And you were 
perfectly fine with that. You never thought to ask how I made it rain when I was watering the 
fields did you? How do you think I did it mamá? A sad story perhaps? A sad memory? No, I 
reminded myself that I had to do this or you would be angry. I simply had to remind myself 
that my mama wanted me to be sad, to cry, and that did it. Because I could still remember 
before my Gift, when you would soothe me when I cried. When you would comfort me until 
the tears dried up. After? No. Now you wanted me to cry when it was convenient. And that 
broke something inside of me that never healed.” 


She turned sharply and leaned against the counter. 
“You never noticed did you? You never noticed how much I grew to hate you over the years.” 
The words hit like a physical blow. 


“Every ‘Pepa you have a cloud’. Every time you sent me to water the fields. Every time you 
told me that we needed a specific weather. Every time, I grew more and more bitter.” 


She let out a sharp, humourless laugh. 


“But it was what you did to my siblings that really did it. You practically locked Juli away in 
the kitchen, made her cook and cook and stripped her childhood away as easily as breathing 
when you dumped the health and survival of the community on her shoulders. She had panic 
attacks you know? Over whether it would be her fault that someone died. She was too afraid 
of not having enough food that she crushed her own feelings and went along with what you 
wanted with a smile. Why did you not just allow her food to be used for emergencies? Why 
didn’t you keep a small stash of it for the people that truly needed it? Not every sprain needed 
an instant heal. Not every papercut needed a magical healing. But you were happy to give 
and give and give, to spoil the villagers while Juli cracked under the pressure you never 
stopped piling on her shoulders. I will always be grateful to Agustin for becoming the pillar 
of support she needed. Because you certainly kept me too busy to be able to do it.” 


She bowed her head and stared at the countertop. 


“But it was what you did to Bruno that truly made me hate you. Every time you pushed him 
to use his Gift to the point he was near fainting and his head was hurting enough to make him 
cry. Every time you didn’t defend him against the villagers and instead agreed that he was in 
the wrong. Every time you scolded him for a bad vision or for just not having the energy to 
have another one. I had to watch as you broke down my hermanito more and more each day 
until his smiles were rare and his laughter even more so. Do you even remember? How he 
was such a happy child before the Gifts? How he smiled and laughed and was so carefree? 
You destroyed that with your demands, with your expectations that he could never meet. You 
destroyed him when you proved that you cared more about the Encanto than about him.” 


She turned to face Alma again, frustrated tears glimmering in her eyes. 


“Did you even notice? How we stopped coming to you about villagers hurting Bruno? About 
the bullying he was going through? Did you notice or did you not care, happy that you could 
pretend that everything was fine while Juli patched our hermano up with her food near daily? 
Did you notice that his spark died more and more with every lecture you gave him about 
being better, using his Gift to help the Encanto and not harm it?” 


She shook her head in anger. 


“No. You didn’t. You chose not to see. Because you wanted your perfect guardian family and 
your perfect Encanto. You never thought of us as children again after our Gifts. We were just 
a way to protect the Encanto and make it thrive.” 


She started pacing now. 


“T have never hated you more than the day you scolded Bruno for having a vision about our 
first pregnancies. You called him bad luck that day, despite knowing how much that 
nickname hurt him. You didn’t even notice how much you hurt him with a handful of words. 
We had to beg him to look into the future for our other children. He was terrified that he 
would curse them with ‘bad luck’.” 


Alma had never felt more ashamed in her life as her hija lay out all her failings as a mamá 
before her. It burned to realise that she’d never truly considered apologising for the individual 


things she’d done wrong in their childhood. Saying ‘everything’ seemed a pathetic attempt 
now as Pepa pointed everything out ruthlessly. 


“I hated you so much,” Pepa finished. “And I hated myself for still loving you at the same 
time. For forgiving you after each and every one of those incidents. For justifying it to myself 
and never calling you out. I hated myself the most the day Bruno disappeared and I realised 
that I’d long since stopped protecting him.” 


She stopped and stared at Alma but the fire was gone now. Pepa looked tired and resigned. 


“T can’t do that again. As much as I do still love you, you’ve never tried to be better. The few 
times you did apologise for something you never changed your behaviour. You just continued 
on with life while we struggled to put one foot in front of the other most days. I’ve given you 
all my forgiveness mama. I have none left.” 


She returned to her meal preparation, the kitchen falling into a deafening silence. 
“I truly am sorry,” Alma whispered, almost choking on the words. 


“That never changed anything before,” Pepa responded blankly. “I don’t even know what the 
point of those words are anymore.” 


Alma had to leave before she lost control of herself. She made it outside before she broke 
down. She’d never realised how badly she’d hurt her own children. She’d never realised how 
much pain she’d put them through while she could only focus on her own suffering and loss. 


How could she ever make up for her behaviour? How did Julieta even speak to her so kindly 
still? Did she even deserve to earn their forgiveness? 


She was startled out of her spiralling thoughts when a blanket settled around her shoulders. 
She looked up to find it was Felix, an unreadable expression on his face. 

“It’s a cold night,” he said simply. 

He sat down beside her and she took a moment to compose herself. 

“Thank you,” she murmured. 

He shrugged. “It’s just a blanket.” 

She shook her head though. “No, for giving Pepa back the happiness that I took away.” 


He turned to her in surprise and she looked down, still in the middle of the revelation that had 
hit her when she saw him. 


“She was happy again, after meeting you. I never understood why her weather changes never 
seemed to bother you. Why you seemed to embrace them instead. Even a hurricane on your 
wedding day.” 


Felix scoffed. “I love every part of her. Every woman has moods and emotions. Pepa’s are 
just more visible than most.” 


He said it so simply, like it wasn’t something that had taken Alma decades to now figure out. 
“Thank you,” she said again. “For giving her the acceptance I never did.” 

“T didn’t do it for you.” 

“T know.” 

They sat in silence for another moment. 


“T didn’t make it easy on you either,” Alma said when she spoke again. “I was very harsh on 
you in the beginning. I’m sorry for that.” 


“Why?” he asked after a beat. “Why were you so difficult with me? You accepted Agustin 
much easier.” 


Alma let out a soft, bitter laugh. “I was afraid. I’d just realised, in that moment when she 
brought you home, that my children would fall in love. Love is a wondrous thing, but it only 
ended in heartbreak for me. I feared that she would go through the same. It was an irrational 
fear that I took out on you. When I realised how happy you made her, I suppose it finally 
reminded me of the good parts of love as well. And I was able to let it go. When Agustin 
came around, I’d come to terms with my feelings on the matter. I wanted Julieta to have the 
happiness that you gave Pepa.” 


Felix was silent for a moment as he processed her words. 


“T don’t think I truly understood the scope of your trauma,” he finally admitted. “Pepa and 
my family will always come first to me. But I didn’t grow up watching you cope with what 
happened. You shouldn’t hide it so much Alma. It would help people understand you a lot 
more if you showed them you were human too.” 


He stood up while Alma looked at him in shock. 


“I don’t want Pepa to lose her mamá. She loves you, even if she is furious and hurt right now. 
Prove to her that you have actually learned something this time. But I’m warning you Alma. 
If you slide back into old habits, it won’t be Pepa you’ll be dealing with. It'll be me.” 


He held her gaze for a moment before walking back inside, no doubt to find his wife and 
comfort her. 


Pepa would be smiling again by the time dinner rolled around. 


Alma felt some of her grief ease at the reminder that no matter what happened, her children 
would never be alone. 


She sighed and looked at the stars. She would need to speak with Bruno but she didn’t want 
to hunt him down and make him even more anxious. And she had realised from Pepa’s tirade 


that she had overlooked the fact that she had many things to apologise to Julieta about as 
well. 


If she saw Bruno, she’d talk to him. Otherwise, it was time she gave in to what her children 
wanted. And Bruno very clearly didn’t want to see her right now. 


It was far too late but she was going to put their wants and needs above her own. Like she 
should have done from day one. She'd speak to Julieta tomorrow. And finally give her the 
apology she deserved as well. 


Julieta and Agustin 


Chapter Notes 
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Alma found Julieta the next morning after a night of very little sleep. The eldest of the triplets 
glanced at her and put a cup of coffee in front of her without a word. 


“Talking to Pepa was rough?” she asked sympathetically. 

Alma sighed as she wrapped her hands around the warm mug. 

“She pointed out some very important things that I was blind to,” she admitted. 
Julieta hummed as she worked on breakfast, having reclaimed the kitchen already. 
“Pepa does that. She’s normally not one to hold back when she’s upset.” 


“Why did she? With me?” Alma asked, the question having been bothering her since the 
‘talk’. She knew that her hija was more the type to boldly state her opinion than to bite her 
tongue and stay quiet. 


Julieta gave her an odd look. 
“You’re our mamá,” she stated like that was the obvious answer. 


In a way it was, but it only made Alma feel worse. Knowing that she’d damaged her 
relationships with her family to the point that Pepa had finally been pushed too far... 


That did remind her though. 
“T owe you an apology too,” she said, causing Julieta to startle. 
“What?” 


“My actions stripped you of your childhood just as much as it did Pepa and Bruno.” Alma 
couldn’t understand why Julieta looked so surprised by her words. “I’m sorry for that.” 


“Oh.” Julieta went back to her meal preparation and Alma couldn’t shake how similar and yet 
different it was to the conversation with Pepa the previous night. “I accepted everything a 


long time ago mama,” she murmured. 
Alma frowned. “That doesn’t make what I did right Julieta.” 
“No,” she agreed. “But it also doesn’t change what happened.” 


Alma flinched at her words but Julieta’s smile was soft and sad when she turned to look at 
her. 


“We can go around in circles with ‘what ifs’ and ‘maybes’ all day mamá. But it won’t change 
anything. And I’m not particularly interested in letting bitterness colour my future. I won’t let 
what happened in the past happen again. But I’m not going to dwell on it.” 


She moved closer to the table and rested a hand on Alma’s shoulder as she put a plate of food 
in front of her. 


“I love you mamá. Nothing will change that. But I won’t tolerate you making the same 
mistakes. Learn from the past, for all of our sakes.” 


With that, she headed out to no doubt gather the family for breakfast as they all trickled in 
from where they were staying. 


Alma looked down to stare at her coffee. Trust Julieta to be both the most forgiving and yet 
painfully blunt of her niños. 


“She doesn’t want to lose you,” Agustin’s voice startled her and he gave her a sheepish smile 
when she rested a hand over her heart. “Lo siento, I couldn’t help overhearing that all and I 
didn’t want to interrupt.” 


He moved into the kitchen to make his own cup of coffee. 


“Julieta faced your failings a lot earlier than the others. Pepa wanted to keep denying them 
and Bruno wanted to avoid them. Julieta met them head-on and accepted them. She’s already 
gone through all her emotions regarding them. But thank you for apologising to her. I think it 
will help her, subconsciously at least.” 


“At least it can help one person. My apologies seem to have only made it worse with some,” 
she sighed. 


“Isabela?” Agustin asked knowingly. 
Alma grimaced which was an answer all on it’s own. “And Camilo and Pepa.” 


“It would have been odd if they had all accepted your apology,” Agustin shrugged. “Our 
family is made up of a variety of personalities, some stronger than others.” 


“What do you mean?” Alma asked. 


He leaned against the counter as he faced her, sipping on his drink. 


“Well, take my daughters. Mirabel is very much like her mother. She’s never been able to 
hold onto a grudge, no matter if she actually wanted to. If you fell back into bad habits, I’ve 
no doubt that she’d explode like Juli tends to when she actually gets angry. Luisa is more like 
me. We’re both cautious once we’ve been hurt but we’re both quick to forgive, even if it’s 
just to avoid more drama.” He gave her a self-deprecating smile. “As for Isa, she doesn’t 
even know who she is right now. So how can she know if she can forgive or not?” 


Alma had to admit that that made sense. Agustin continued after a moment. 


“Dolores had the advantage of quite literally hearing most sides of the argument. Not helpful 
when she wants to blindly hold a grudge admittedly but it gives her more of an understanding 
that others just don’t have. She’s too smart of a girl to ignore that. Camilo,” he grimaced 
along with her. “He’s protective. Simple as that. And if he sees someone as a threat to those 
he cares about...” he shrugged. ““Camilo’s always had the biggest soft spots for Pepa and 
Mirabel.” 


She couldn’t argue that. Camilo had been a mamá 5 boy from the moment he was born. And 
he and Mirabel had been closer than anyone in the house when they were younger. 


“Antonio’s too young to understand the grey areas around forgiveness,” Agustin was 
continuing. “And well, then there’s Pepa.” 


They both grimaced again. 


“Pepa’s been holding this in too long to be able to let it go Alma. Forty-five years is a lot of 
pain to hold onto.” 


She bowed her head at that. 


“And Bruno...” he trailed off and she looked up at him again. “Honestly I don’t know about 
him right now. Ten years in what’s essentially solitary confinement has left its mark. But he 
loves this family. I couldn’t begin to guess what he might be thinking now. Juli and Pepa 
probably have a better idea. I don’t know if he’s spoken about this with anyone.” 


She forgot sometimes how observant Agustin could be. He usually kept himself out of the 
drama so it was easy to dismiss him as a cheerful klutz. 


He dumped his mug in the sink. 


“Don’t go into this with the goal to make things go back to normal Alma,” he said softly, 
stopping beside her briefly on his way out. “Go into it trying to reach a place everyone can 
live with.” 


He left her with those thoughts and a cold cup of untouched coffee. 


Family Time 


Bruno knew that he couldn’t put off talking to his mama forever. Well, he could. But he 
shouldn t. 


But that didn’t mean he couldn’t procrastinate for a bit. 


He called it getting to know his family again but he was pretty sure they all knew what he 
was doing. They didn’t call him out on it though and he was grateful for that. 


He really did have the best family. 


“I’m not that skinny.” 
“You are literally skin and bones.” Julieta shot him a look over her shoulder as she cooked. 


Bruno huffed, sliding down in his seat a little to slump at the table. Julieta rolled her eyes at 
his pout but there was a smile twitching her lips. 


“You’ve always been skinny but this is too much,” she continued. 
“Slender,” Bruno corrected automatically and she snorted. 
“Camilo is slender. You are a stick,” she pointed her spoon at him. 


Bruno couldn’t help a small smile. Right after he’d returned, after Casita fell, his hermanas 
had treated him like fragile glass and like he might vanish if they breathed too hard in his 
direction. Things had gotten a lot better since then and he was pleased that Juli felt 
comfortable teasing him like this again instead of fussing and fretting and providing too 
much food. Unfortunately, his weight situation was something that would only be fixed with 
time. He still couldn’t eat normal portions of food. But it was better than it used to be. 


"I think I pull the stick look off well," he sniffed, grinning when she rolled her eyes again. 
"You mean you hide it under a ruana so no one notices." 

"That too." 

She chuckled for a moment and shook her head. 

"Eat an arepa." 


"Fine, but only because I like them and if I don't get one now then Camilo will eat them all 
later." 


"That he will." 


“How do you even get your hair so tangled?” Pepa asked in exasperation as she tried to 
neaten out his unruly curls. 


“Pot meet kettle,” Bruno deadpanned as he reached back to tug at her braid. 
She smacked his hand lightly with the hairbrush and huffed. 


“At least my hair is tied up. Yours is a rat’s nest.” She studied his hair suspiciously. “It’s not a 
literal rat’s nest, is it? Bruno, if a rat jumps out at me I won’t apologise for hitting you.” 


“There’s no rat in my hair,” he rolled his eyes. 
At least he was pretty sure there wasn’t. At the moment anyway. 


“Hmm,” Pepa didn’t sound convinced but she continued the task of getting a brush through 
his hair. 


“I think your hair’s trying to eat my brush,” she mused after a moment. 
“My hair is not trying to eat your brush,” he sighed. 

“No, I’m pretty sure it is,” Pepa gave an experimental tug. 

“Ow!” 

“Sorry.” 

“Ow! If you’re sorry then why did you do it again?!” 

“It’s my favourite brush.” 

“I thought we learned not to use your favourite brushes on my hair the last time.” 
“If your hair eats my brush, I’m smacking you.” 

“PI fill your bed with rats.” 

“You wouldn’t dare!” 

“Try me!” 


Julieta had to pull the two apart a few minutes later and looked highly unimpressed by the 
fact that the brush was still stuck in Bruno’s hair and Pepa’s braid had come undone. 


“You two are so weird.” 
It was good to have some normality back with his hermanas. 
“Why is there a rat in your hair Bruno?” Julieta asked. 


“I knew it!” Pepa yelled, tackling him again as she frantically reached for her brush. 


“Get off me!” 
“Give me my brush rat man!” 
“Ow! Knee in liver!” 


Neither of them were surprised when Julieta dragged them apart by their ears. But the 
familiar ‘suffering through a lecture’ camaraderie between them as Juli ranted was worth it. 


“Tio Bruno.” 

“Hmm?” 

“Can you turn the creepy act up a bit while I sit here?” 
“why?” 


“Ever since the village heard that I wasn’t marrying Mariano anymore, I’ve had guys 
following me everywhere. I just want a break before I break someone’s nose.” 


“Oh, sure. I can do that.” 
“Thanks Tio.” 
“Anytime Isa.” 


Some might think that he’d be bothered by being called creepy, but Dolores and Isabela were 
old enough to remember when he’d do it on purpose to be left alone for a bit. When they 
needed a break they used to hide with him and the townspeople left them alone as well. 


“You know, no one will be mad if you do snap at guys that are bothering you right?” he asked 
after a moment. 


“T know. I just don’t want mama to worry. Besides, I might break my hand,” she studied her 
nails for a moment. “Maybe PII poke their eyes out,” she muttered. 


He chuckled, glad to see the little spitfire that Isabela used to be before all the pressure got to 
her. 


“You could ask your Tia for some tips on punching people.” 
“Hmm, there’s an idea...” she mused. 


“Don’t tell your mamá I said that.” 


Dolores had one major problem with losing her Gift. 


She couldn't hear Bruno’s telenovelas anymore, not that he really had a reason to still do 
them. 


But his sobrina was so invested in the convoluted story he'd created over the years that when 
she came to him with that familiar pout, he folded like wet tissue paper and gave her a new 
episode every week. 


In the end, it turned into a nice bonding session. He’d give her the new episode, acting out 
whatever new drama he’d cooked up and she’d give him the reactions he’d been missing for 
ten years. 


Afterward, they’d sit and Bruno would eat whatever she brought this time while she gushed 
or ranted over the characters. 


It made him smile and he put in more and more effort into the story every time. 


He was just waiting for when Pepa caved and joined them. She was a sucker for drama even 
if she claimed she wasn’t. 


So he was a little surprised when Camilo showed up with Dolores first. 


To be honest, he should have seen that coming. Camilo was the one to get Pepa’s dramatic 
streak as well as Felix’s. 


Pepa gave in next and the three made a good audience and even convinced him to give reruns 
so they could catch up. 


That would take a while... 
But he was very bad at saying no to his family. And Dolores didn’t mind. So reruns they got. 


(Thank goodness for Dolores’ memory since she helped him get the details right before each 
rerun.) 


Bruno quickly found that if he wanted some peace and quiet around one of his family, Luisa 
was the best choice. When she was reading, she acknowledged that he was there but her 
focus was on the book. So there were no questions or small talk. And with how chatty his 
family was, that was a relief sometimes. 


He wasn’t really a reader himself but sitting next to Luisa let him people watch and relax. 


That wasn’t to say that they never spoke though. He could search her out anywhere and if she 
wasn’t reading she was happy to engage in conversation, asking how he was and sometimes 
some questions about her parents. 


She’d been too young when he left to properly remember him, so her curiosity was 
understandable. And a lot less aggressive than Camilo’s and Mirabel’s. He loved them but 
they asked so many questions. 


Overall, Luisa was the person he went to when he needed some peace. When the outside 
world grew a little too overwhelming. 


He was grateful that she didn’t seem to mind. 


“His face was hilarious,” Camilo insisted and Bruno chuckled. 


His sobrino had decided to go on a pranking campaign targeted at Ricardo ever since hearing 
the story of why he didn’t like Bruno. Mirabel and Isabela joined him sometimes but he was 
relentless with it. 


“Are you ever going to let up on the man?” he asked in amusement after Camilo finished 
describing his latest prank. If people thought his mischief would be hampered by losing his 
Gift, then they clearly didn’t know him. With more free time, he was more of a menace than 
ever before. 


“When he apologises to you,” Camilo answered easily. 


The casual response brought a smile to Bruno’s lips. While Camilo had inherited Pepa’s 
dramatics and her ability to hold a grudge, he’d also got her protective nature. 


It was nice to realise that he fell under Camilo’s umbrella of people to protect. 


“You're going to drive him mad at this rate Cami,” Bruno said instead of the gratitude that sat 
at the tip of his tongue. 


“Then he shouldn’t have messed with my family,” Camilo stated simply. “Now, are you 
going to tell me who’s the father of Maria’s baby?!” 


Bruno laughed. “You’ll have to wait until the next episode Cami,” he told his sobrino 
apologetically. 


The teenager let out an overdramatic groan and flopped backward onto the ground which just 
made Bruno laugh again. 


Out of everyone in the family, he still found it easiest to talk to Mirabel. It was probably the 
fact that they both knew what it was like to be the outcasts in the family. It was pretty often 
that she’d find him after dinner and they’d just sit and talk about whatever came to mind. 
They talked about the difficult things, they talked about nonsense. There wasn’t really a topic 
that they shied away from. 


Tonight seemed like a difficult topic night. 
“Do you think you’ll forgive her?” 
Bruno stared at the stars. “I don’t know.” 


“Tia Pepa doesn’t seem like she will. And Camilo says he won’t.” 


“They might not.” 
“Did I do the wrong thing? Forgiving her so easily?” 


“No Mira, you did what was right for you. Now you’ ve just got to trust that everyone else 
will do what’s right for them.” 


“Okay.” 

“Things will work out. But everyone’s different Mira.” 
“And everyone’s situation is different...” 

“Yeah... that too.” 


They lapsed into silence after that, just enjoying the clear night and star-gazing. 


“Tio Bruno?” 

“Yes, Antonio?” 

“Will you play with me?” 

“I thought you wanted to play with the rats today?” 
“Yeah but I want you to play with us too.” 

Those puppy-dog eyes were lethal. 

“Alright, what are you playing?” 


He smiled as Antonio launched into explaining the surprisingly complicated game he’d come 
up with, dragging Bruno forward by a tight grip on his hand. 


He’d always known from what he’d seen and heard from the walls that Antonio was a 
sweetheart. But his insistence on dragging Bruno into his games so he could get to know his 
sobrino only further proved it. 


Antonio definitely got Felix’s heart. 
And Pepa’s ability to manipulate him with a single, sad look. 


He found he didn’t mind though as the five-year-old shot a bright smile over his shoulder. 


He really needed to speak to his mamá, but it could wait a bit longer. 


He’d waited to spend time with his family long enough. 


Hermanos 


He could do this. 
He could do this. 
He could do this. 
He couldn’t do this. 


Bruno turned around and walked in the opposite direction from where he knew his mama 
was. 


He was so used to avoiding her now that he had to actively put himself in her way for her to 
find him for their long-overdue talk, but he kept chickening out at the last second. 


Bruno sighed and slumped against the wall. This talk needed to happen but his nerves got the 
best of him every single time. 


“Hey there hermano!” Felix’s boisterous greeting startled him, making him jump. 
“H-Hola Felix,” he gave the man a nervous smile. 


He hadn’t really spent much time with his brothers-in-law since returning. Not for any 
particular reason. He’d just been caught up in reconnecting with his hermanas and sobrinos. 


Felix and Agustin had always been welcoming and kind though. He should have probably 
spoken to them before now. 


“Agustin and I were going to go for a walk through town. Wanna come?” he offered. 


The idea of walking through the village and getting all the suspicious looks from the 
townspeople made his stomach twist into knots. But he knew what Felix was doing. It was 
something they used to do before his retreat into the walls. 


They’d go out into town, wander around and talk about whatever they felt like. None of the 
villagers ever caused him trouble when he was with them the same way no one caused 
trouble when he was with his hermanas. 


It was their own form of bonding. 


“Um, sure,” he decided. He doubted he’d be able to force himself into his mamá s path just 
yet. So he might as well do something more productive than fretting. 


Felix grinned and grabbed his arm, leading him off to where he was meeting Agustin. The 
other man lit up when he saw Bruno in tow and it eased something in Bruno's chest to see the 
men so clearly happy to spend time with him. 


They fell into step on either side of him as they started walking through the village. Felix, 
predictably, started the conversation. 


“Having fun with the telenovelas? Pepa has been ranting about them after every episode,” he 
chuckled. 


Bruno smiled slightly. “I’m surprised you haven’t joined them. You love drama as much as 
they do.” 


“Ay, but then Pepa couldn’t vent about the characters to me like she does! She enjoys it and I 
like listening to her explanations.” 


Bruno huffed out a laugh. He should have known. If Felix could make Pepa smile some way, 
he jumped on the chance. 


Felix then started to regale Agustin with an overdramatic retelling of whatever Pepa had told 
him. It was enough to have Bruno properly laughing a few times. 


He was surprised by how much he’d missed this. Felix and Agustin had never been the 
judging types and even when he was on the outs with his hermanas, they still offered 
company and a sympathetic ear. 


They’d had to defuse a few arguments over the years, usually born from misunderstandings. 
“How’re you doing Bruno?” Agustin asked when Felix fell silent again. 

Bruno shrugged. “I’m fine. Adjusting. It’s nice to spend time with everyone again.” 
“Surprise Pepa started letting you out of her sight again,” Felix chuckled. 

“That took some doing,” Bruno admitted sheepishly. 


While she still went looking for him sometimes, she’d calmed down a lot about letting him 
wander out of her sight. He couldn’t blame her. Julieta was the same. And Dolores also kept 
checking on him. 


Checking he was still there, still home. 
“Alma still leaving you alone?” Felix asked after a moment of silence. 
Bruno looked at him in surprise. 


“Everyone’s been making it pretty clear that she mustn’t push you,” Agustin admitted. “She’s 
got to wait for you to be ready. We just wanted to make sure. You’ve been looking more 
anxious than usual lately.” 


Bruno’s chest flooded with warmth at the care his family showed. 


“Oh yeah, she’s given me space,” he assured them and noticed that they both relaxed. “I’ve 
been, well, nervous. I’ve got to talk to her but I’m just... anxious. I don’t know what she’s 


going to say. I don’t know how I’m going to react.” 


“You know the family will support you no matter what you choose to do right?” Felix asked, 
nudging his shoulder slightly. 


“Yeah,” Bruno smiled, some of that anxiety easing in his chest. “Yeah, I do.” 


“Good,” Felix nodded firmly. “Now, apparently Camilo egged Ricardo’s house. Let’s go 
look!” 


Agustin started scolding Felix for encouraging the pranks while the jovial man just dragged 
Bruno off with a carefree laugh. 


Bruno couldn’t help but smile. His family was really the best. Even the men who married into 
it. 
Bruno took a deep breath before walking into the kitchen. Apparently, this room in the 


Guzman’s house was becoming pretty popular for important discussions. 


His mama startled when she looked up from making herself some coffee to see him lingering 
in the doorway. His gaze skittered away from hers and he cleared his throat before edging 
inside. 


He had no idea how this conversation was going to go. 
“Hola mamá, ” He greeted quietly. 
“Hola Brunito,” she responded, still looking shocked. 


Hearing the old nickname sent conflicting feelings through his heart and he wasn’t sure how 
he felt about it in the end so he didn’t comment on it. 


“T think... I think we need to talk,” he managed to force out, anxiously fidgeting with the 
edge of his ruana. 


“Yes... yes we do,” she agreed quietly. “Would you like some coffee?” 
“Si,” he nodded, rubbing his arm nervously. 
“Black, no sugar?” she checked uncertainly. 


“Si,” he mumbled again, edging further into the room hesitantly. He didn’t sit down, not 
wanting to feel trapped. 


She finished making the coffee in silence, handing him his. He stepped back automatically 
after accepting it, sipping at the bitter drink and trying to stop his hands from shaking as he 
put some distance between them. 


No more procrastinating. It was time to bite the bullet and talk. 


Bruno 


Chapter Notes 


Well, everyone's been waiting for this one. Hope I deliver. 


Alma hated to see how anxious Bruno was, just to be in the same room as her. With her eyes 
opened from all the other talks with her family, she couldn’t ignore the signs. 


He couldn’t meet her eyes, gaze locked on his coffee. He wouldn’t sit, shifted his weight 
constantly like he was on the verge of running, and kept biting his lip. 


She did this to him. She made him so worried about just talking to her that he was an anxious 
mess about it. 


“T think I owe you the most apologies,” she murmured. 


A small frown tugged at his lips. Like he didn’t agree with her. But he didn’t say anything 
and still didn’t look up. 


“Tve been hurting you for a very long time,” she sighed, dropping her own gaze. She 
honestly didn’t know how to approach this now that Bruno was in front of her. 


With Pepa, it had been easier in the sense that her hija had taken control of the conversation 
with no hesitation. With Julieta, she had helped by prompting the conversation on. 


Bruno stayed silent though. 


It made her think back on the past. Think back on that carefree little boy that had followed his 
hermanas everywhere and smiled at her every day. She’d always had a particular soft spot for 
Bruno, her only son who reminded her so much of her Pedro. 


When had she stopped looking at him like that? When had she begun to only see the Gift? To 
see the complaints the villagers heaped up about him. 


When had Bruno’s smile fallen away, his shoulders hunched under a burden no child should 
carry? 


When did he stop meeting her eyes? 
She had no doubt that if she asked Pepa, she’d be able to answer down to the exact day. 


“I... I don’t know what to do,” she finally admitted. “I’ve hurt you in so many ways, I 
cannot... even begin to see a place for me to start making it up to you. Or even if I can.” 


She lifted her gaze again, tears blurring his image and she saw that little boy smiling at her 
again before she blinked and found Bruno still looking down at his coffee. She couldn’t read 
him at all. 


“I... am so sorry Bruno,” she finally said, the words feeling so inadequate for the job. 
Silence fell for a moment before Bruno responded. 

“T don’t know if its enough,” he admitted in a whisper. 

She had to swallow a lump at those words. 

“T know.” 

He let out a bitter chuckle after a moment. 


“T used to imagine what this conversation might be like, during those ten years I was gone. I 
wondered what you would say. I wondered what I would say. I wondered what I wanted to 
happen.” He gripped his mug tighter. “I still don’t have an answer.” 


He took a deep breath. 


“You hurt me... so much mama. And for so long. I can barely remember a time I wasn’t 
afraid to talk to you. I don’t...” another deep breath. “I don’t know if I’m ready to even begin 
talking about all that. I don’t know if I’Il ever be ready to face all that. Ripping old wounds 
open is necessary to heal but... sometimes you heal with the scars and I don’t know if I want 
to go through the pain of opening them up to heal in a different way.” 


He finally met her gaze, green eyes tired and haunted. 


“I healed without you mamá, ” He admitted and she flinched. “Maybe not in the best way. 
Maybe not in a healthy way. But I wasn’t facing you every day like the others. Their wounds 
are fresh, broken open over and over every day. Mine closed over sometime during those ten 
years. I figured out that I shouldn’t have had to tie myself into knots to make you happy. My 
mental health shouldn’t have come second to the village or what you wanted. I... I healed. In 
a way. It’s impossible not to with enough time I guess. I... accepted what happened. I 
accepted that my childhood got cut short, that my Gift was always more important to you. I 
accepted who you were and that you were unlikely to change.” 


He gave a small shrug. 


“Who knows, maybe you can change. Maybe Juli is right. But... Talking to everyone... I 
realised that I don’t have to put myself through the painful process of tearing everything open 
again when it’ll just hurt and might not even be that good for me in the end.” 


He had an odd expression on his face, like he was having a realisation mid-conversation. 


“I don’t need to fix my relationship with you. I love you. That’s too deep to ever really 
change I think. But I don’t trust you. I don’t think that you can change either. I could be 
wrong about that though. But I don’t need to fix anything with you. I can be civil, and talk. 


And I won’t be carrying around a grudge because, well, I let it go a while ago since it was 
only hurting me.” 


He let out a huff of a laugh again, less bitter this time. 


“Time heals all wounds they say. But they don’t mention how. I’m... okay, with how I am 
now. I know what you did was wrong. I’m glad you realise that it was wrong. I’m not angry 
either. I’m... okay. But I don’t feel the need to fix everything between us. I just... want to 
move on and live my life.” 


There was something sad but settled in his eyes now. 
“You were bad for me mamá. You were bad for me... so I... stopped caring.” 


She closed her eyes in pain but at the same time, something settled in her own chest. It hurt, 
but at the same time, Bruno was right. 


Unlike everyone else, he had ten years to process his emotions and heal. She wasn’t there to 
fix her mistakes, so he healed in the only way he could. 


He moved on from her, left their toxic dynamic behind. He wasn’t obligated to pick it up 
again. 


“T understand,” she whispered. 

“PII always love you mamá, ” he said into the silence. 

She nodded, chest tight with grief. 

“T know.” 

She heard him move and looked up at him again through the tears. 


“Maybe one day things will change. Maybe I’ll feel strong enough to face all those old 
wounds with you. But not today. Not anytime soon. I’m... happy. To be back with the family. 
I’m happy with who I am right now.” 


She smiled at him as he stopped a few feet from her. 


“T’m glad you’re putting yourself first.” These were the consequences of her choices. “I love 
you Brunito.” 


“I love you too mamá. ” He put the half-empty coffee mug down and briefly reached out to 
squeeze her hand. And then he was gone. 


Alma stood in the kitchen for a long moment as it all truly settled for her. 
These were the consequences of her choices, of her decisions her whole life. 


Pepa’s fury and inability to forgive. 


Isabela’s grief over a life never lived. 
Camilo’s bitterness and refusal to accept her apology. 
Dolores’ distrust. 


Bruno’s admission that he’d long since healed without her while she’d been busy making the 
same mistakes over and over. 


A few apologies couldn’t make up for a literal lifetime of hurt. Couldn’t make up for the pain 
they’d suffered, the insecurities they now carried. 


An apology couldn’t fix what she’d done. 


While some of her family had the strength to smile and accept her regret, accept her promise 
to try to be better, she couldn’t ask that of all of them. 


She wouldn’t get that from all of them. 


If they had all blindly forgiven her, she wondered if she would have even learnt her lesson. If 
she didn’t have these painful consequences, would she have even changed? 


She didn’t know. 


For now, she returned to her temporary room where she fell to her knees and grieved like she 
hadn’t in years. 


Bruno flinched when he heard the muffled sobbing from his mamá 5 room but he resisted the 
urge to go find her, resisted the urge to apologise. 


He needed to put himself first and he was still reeling from the realisations he’d had during 
the conversations. 


As much as he loved her, he didn’t need to fix their relationship. Not when it might only hurt 
him more. 


He’d healed, the bleeding wounds becoming scarred over. They ached, but they always 
would. 


Realising that he didn’t owe his mama forgiveness had lifted a weight from his chest. It 
didn’t make him the bad guy. It didn’t make him a terrible person. It made him human. 


He was allowed to put his own health, mental or physical, first. 
Pepa found him first. 
He was sitting outside, just breathing in the night air and letting the realisations fully sink in. 


“You okay?” she asked, sitting down next to him. 


“Yeah.” The answer came easily, and he smiled. 

Julieta found them both later and sat on Bruno’s other side. 

“Did you both get what you needed?” she asked gently. 

“Hmm,” Pepa hummed. “Yes. I’m allowed to be angry. Even if I was still causing storms.” 


“I’m not obligated to fix anything,” Bruno added quietly, the words another weight off his 
chest as he said it out loud to someone else. 


“Good.” There was a smile in Julieta’s voice. 


She left them a little while later, and they knew she’d gone to their mama. That was okay 
though. Because Julieta could forgive, without losing a part of herself. They weren’t like that. 


And that was okay too. 


There weren’t any sides. There weren’t any ultimatums. 
There was just healing. In whatever form that took. 


For some, it was forgiveness, reaching out to Alma in her grief and helping her stand back 
up. Giving her a reason to do better next time and prove their forgiveness was earned. 


For some, it was anger, a simmering pot that fueled self-esteem long since beaten down. They 
deserved better, deserved to be angry, deserved to withhold trust. It warmed them and 
reignited the belief that they deserved to be happy, like anyone else. 


For others, it was acceptance. Simple acceptance of the situation and how things might not 
change, so they would not allow themselves to be hurt in that way again. 


Some hurts ran too deep for a simple ‘sorry’ to fix it. But they were still a family. They were 
still the Madrigals and they loved each other. 


And family meant something. As long as old habits were abandoned they could move 
forward, with changed relationships, with changed world views. 


They could heal and move on. And be better for it. 
It would hurt. Consequences weren’t something to be brushed under the rug. 
But they would heal. And move on. No more pretending, no more acting. 


They would be real. 


Coming Home 
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series with one-shots of some things that happened in the past and what happens after 
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After months of hard work, the Madrigal home was finally restored. It wasn’t perfect, wasn’t 
the same magical house from before. 


But it was a home. 


The family gathered their belongings, thanked the families who had housed them gratefully, 
and made the trip up to the completed house. 


It was bittersweet in a way. They’d finally have a home where they could be together again, 
but it wouldn't be the same. No incredible rooms, no vibrant colours. 


No Casita... 


They’d all grieved their home, deeper than as just the loss of a shelter. Casita had been a part 
of their family and they had lost her. 


So to see the house so still, no waving shutters, it only drove that grief in even more. 


But they needed to focus on the positive now. They wouldn’t be split up over the town 
anymore. They’d have their own rooms, their own kitchen, their own space. 


It was time to go home. 


Most of the town followed behind them at a bit of a distance, ready to see the family returned 
to their home and mostly oblivious to the grief that tinged their thoughts. 


Only Mariano had offered his condolences over the loss of Casita as more than a house, as a 
family member, and it had practically sent Dolores into tears. 


The poor man had panicked at her distress and spent a while trying to calm her down. 


The Madrigals stopped a short distance away, drinking the sight in. They’d all helped with 
the rebuilding of course, but it was different now, knowing that they were moving in again. 


“That’s a house,” Camilo muttered and got elbowed by Dolores for it. 


It drew some chuckles from the rest of them, but still, no one made a move towards the door 
yet. 


Mirabel noticed something odd too. Had they forgotten to put a doorknob on? 


They hadn’t, it turned out. No, they’d created a special one that Camilo handed over with a 
grin as Tia Pepa and Tio Bruno ushered her over to the door. 


“You’ve always been the real Gift kid,” Zio Bruno told her softly, his voice still carrying to 
the rest of them. “Who needs magic with you? With any of you kids? You’re a magic all on 
your own.” 


Mirabel smiled, looking back to meet the eyes of her hermanas and primos. 


“No Tio, this whole family is the Gift,” she argued. “A crazy, hot-headed mess that still loves 
each other.” She smiled at her Abuela. “Time for the real Gift to return home.” 


Tia Pepa leaned against Tio Felix, subtly wiping tears from her eyes. Her mamá squeezed her 
papás hand, smiling so widely that her face must hurt. 


Isabela blew Mirabel a kiss while Luisa flushed at the words coming from both her hermana 
and Tio. 


Dolores smiled gently, Camilo giving Mirabel a nod while Antonio bounced excitedly in 
place. 


It was time to go home. 


Tio Bruno stepped back as Mirabel stepped closer to the door, pushing the doorknob into 
place. 


Her breathing hitched when golden light spread out over the door from the metal and she 
jerked her hand back and looked up as it kept going, covering the house and changing it as it 
went. 


Little details. The colour on the walls. The type of tiles that were used. The designs in some 
of the details. 


It all changed, reverted... back to... 


The glow faded as a new design appeared, etched into the front door, showing the entire 
family together and happy. 


A shutter waved. 
Mirabel choked past the tears clogging her throat. 


“Hola Casita...” 


She was as impatient as ever. While the family was still reeling from the shock, and maybe 
on the brink of tears in a few cases, the bricks leading up to the house lifted and all but 
dragged the family in. 


It was seeing the familiar tiles doing excited flips in the courtyard that did it and tears 
cascaded down Mirabel’s face as she covered her mouth. 


And then it got even better. 


“Ow ow ow ow ow,” Dolores was covering her ears but she was smiling and maybe crying 
too. Mariano caught on quickly and, bless that man, he somehow found earmuffs for her to 
wear as she grew used to her Gift again. 


Her Gift. 


Mirabel turned her head at the sound of Isabela’s joyful laughter, seeing her throwing pollen 
pods on the ground and growing cacti in waiting pots. 


Luisa grinned from ear to ear as she lifted the massive pots with no trouble before Antonio 
conspired with the donkeys to throw her into a hammock. 


Camilo was beaming as he slipped between several shapes before settling back on his own, a 
sparkle lighting his eyes. 


Tia Pepa was sobbing in relief to see the house she’d lived in for fifty years back, alive again. 
A cloud formed and drenched her in rain and she let out a half-laugh, half-sob. 


“Ay that’s still annoying!” but she didn’t seem particularly upset and rainbows were dancing 
in between the rain. 


Tio Bruno’s eyes glowed green for a moment and he neatly stepped back, out the way, pulling 
her mama with him as Felix appeared out of nowhere and swept his esposa off to dance, 
cloud and all. 


Her mama was crying too now that she looked. She was still smiling though, leaning on Tio 
Bruno. 


“They’re back,” Mirabel breathed, joy burning in her chest. “The Gifs are back! The magic is 
back!” 


She spun around, but no candle burned in the window high above them. 


Instead, her family burned, brighter than ever before, crying and laughing and dancing as the 
missing parts of them returned. 


Doors glowed all along the upper level, as bright as on their fifth birthdays. 


Casita spun her around and suddenly threw her into the waiting arms of Isabela, her hermana 
getting pollen all over her dress as she spun her around. 


“Isa?” Mirabel asked in bewilderment as her hermana cupped her face and kissed her cheeks. 
Isabela was beaming at her, tears in her eyes. 
“Mi hermanita. Mira, you always do the impossible,” she breathed. 


“Um, pretty sure this wasn’t me. This was the family returning,” she tried to say but Luisa 
swept her up in a near bone-breaking hug. 


“Our Miracle broke but you’re the reason we managed to piece the family back together 
again,” she whispered tearfully. 


“I didn’t do anything,” Mirabel tried to argue again but was dragged into a hug by her parents 
before she got far. 


“Our Mira, our brightest star and most precious Gift,” her mama said, which did all sorts of 
crazy things to her heart. 


But she really needed to clear this up. 
“It was a team effort-” 


Camilo cut her off as he spun her around with a carefree laugh. “You never gave up,” he told 
her with a beam, passing her off to Dolores who hugged her tight. 


“You never stopped trying,” her prima whispered. 
Antonio tackled her next, sending her flailing to the floor. 


“I told you that you were the Gift kid,” Bruno chuckled, sounding happier than he had in a 
while. “We’re a family, but you saved the Miracle. By focusing on what was important,” he 
looked pointedly around at the family. “No one cared more than you.” 


“I-I didn’t do anything special,” she stuttered, Antonio attached to her like a koala. 
“You did,” Bruno insisted. “You were yourself.” 


Mirabel felt tears prick her eyes as she looked around at everyone’s smiling faces. They all 
really believed that. 


“You re our Miracle,” Antonio piped up and that did it. 


She buried her face in his curls and bawled as the family converged in a group hug. It was 
awkward and messy with Isabela’s plants and Tia Pepa still raining, but she wouldn’t change 
it for the world. 


Her messy, awkward family. 


They were perfect like this. 


Doors 


With the initial high of celebrating Casita and the Gifts returning gradually wearing off, 
curiosity took over. The townspeople who had followed them in watched in excitement as the 
family climbed up the stairs to face the glowing doors. 


“Let’s start with Abuela 5 room and make our way left from there,” Julieta decided. 
“You just want to get to your room first,” Pepa accused, making Bruno snicker. 


“Oldest triplet rights,” Julieta settled on, smiling when she heard the thunder that followed 
that comment. 


Eventually, the family agreed and Alma stepped up to the door that had originally been hers. 
They had no idea if Casita had reshuffled them though. 


But as she stepped closer, the glow dimmed and revealed the familiar carving that had 
adorned her door before. 


Inside it was much the same as before Casita fell except for the absence of the candle. Only 
there was something in its place. 


Her breathing hitched as she found a picture. One that should not have existed since it was 
never taken. But Casita had done the impossible apparently as the photo clearly showed 
Alma with the triplets, before they’d turned five. Pedro stood just behind them, a soft smile 
on his face. 


She covered her mouth as she sank to her knees, staring at the picture. 


Julieta squeezed her shoulder gently. “We’ll give you some privacy,” she murmured and 
Alma could hear as the rest of the family shuffled on. 


When the door closed, she let herself cry, careful to not damage the photo. It hurt, so much to 
see. But it also brought a rare, genuine smile to her face to see the love in Pedro’s eyes as he 
looked at his niños. 


He would be so proud of them. 


The next door they headed to turned out to be Julieta’s. Camilo and Dolores glanced at each 
other, having noticed something interesting about the amount of doors on this side, but they 
didn’t say anything yet. It didn’t look like anyone else had noticed except maybe Tio Bruno. 


Julieta did wonder why Casita was going through all these theatrics just to reveal their rooms 
again, but she supposed their house had always been dramatic. 


She opened the door and Agustin had to catch her as she tripped over her own feet. 


Well... that was different... 


The furniture and colours were the same, still the deep blues she loved and the large bed and 
closet. 


But where the room had switched over to a small kitchen where she could practice cooking 
originally, there was now... 


“A library?!” Dolores whispered excitedly. 


There wasn’t another description. Bookcases were tucked away into the nook that was once 
her kitchen, already filled with books. 


“Casita has made some changes...” Mirabel was smiling. “I didn’t know you liked to read 
mama?” 


She’d always enjoyed reading. But she’d had very little time for it and practically none after 
Isabela was born. She’d almost forgotten about the hobby. 


Pepa grimaced as she picked up a random book. 

“Ay no, Juli, no,” she whined. “It’s filled with those terrible horror novels you enjoyed.” 
That made Julieta perk up and she snatched the book away from her hermana to look at it. 
“Horror?” the kids all asked in disbelief. 


“Si,” Bruno looked amused while Pepa continued to whine. “Juli always loved the horror 
books. It freaked Pepa out when she’d tell us about them.” 


“Books are for romance!” Pepa insisted. 
“Books are for anything Pepa,” Julieta reminded in exasperation. 


“Well, that was unexpected,” Mirabel mused, eyeing the books like they might bite her now. 
She might not read much but she knew she wasn’t a fan of horror. 


“But why...” Julieta looked around in confusion. Why was there now a library? What 
happened to the kitchen? 


“I think Casita is making sure we don’t forget the lesson we learned,” Mirabel offered. “You 
overworked yourself mamá. You even cooked when you were supposed to be relaxing in 
your room. Now you can’t. You’ve actually got a place to relax.” 


Julieta blinked up at the shelves filled with all the books she could want in her preferred 
genre. 


“Oh...” she whispered as Agustin wrapped an arm around her waist, beaming. 


Everyone broke out into whispers as they wondered if their rooms were going to change as 
well. 


“Do you like it?” Agustin asked her quietly. 

The only ones who could hear him were Bruno and Pepa who also waited for her answer. 
A small smile tugged at her lips and her hermana and hermano broke out into grins. 

“Si, ” she whispered, hugging the book to her chest. “I love it.” 

“That’s all that really matters,” Bruno pointed out. 

“Oh I really want to see my room,” Pepa complained. 


“Let’s keep going,” Agustin suggested as Julieta carefully put the book back. She’d have all 
the time in the world to check her room out later. 


The kids were all very excited now and spilled out of the room, racing for the next door. 


Isabela felt both excited and nervous. Seeing that her mamá 5 room had changed had given 
her hope. 


“Please don’t be pink, please don’t be pink,” she whispered as she opened the door. 
A gasp left her as she saw what was on the other side before she squealed and darted inside. 
“I feel distinctly unsafe in here,” Camilo decided as they followed. 


The room was a riot of colour, everything clashing with everything, and Isabela loved it. Like 
before, her plants filled the room. But now it looked like an exotic jungle instead of the 
perfect rows of roses. 


It felt like her. It didn’t feel fake anymore. 


“This is amazing,” Mirabel grinned at her and Isabela hugged her again, just because she 
could. 


“T love it,” she whispered, itching to explore. But she knew if she ran into the plants now, 
she’d miss everyone else checking out their rooms. And she wanted to see that. 


“What’s this?” Luisa asked a short distance away, drawing everyone’s attention to an expanse 
of empty, blank wall. 


Everyone was confused for a moment before it clicked for Isabela and she smirked, 
summoning up a pollen pod. It felt amazing to have her magic back and it responded like it 
had never left. 


She launched the pollen pod at the wall, letting out a whoop as it exploded in a bright purple. 


Mirabel let out a laugh. “You’re an artist Isa!” she pointed out. 


With a thought, the wall cleaned itself and Isabela was looking forward to messing it up again 
and again. 


She forced herself to turn away though and looked at Luisa. “Come on, you next,” she 
pointed at the door imperiously and they rolled their eyes but left the room, chuckling. 


Luisa was definitely nervous to step into her room. Originally, it had been filled with exercise 
equipment and sturdy furniture. 


She had no idea what was on the other side now. 
With her family at her back though, she took a deep breath and opened the door. 
She gaped at the sight beyond. 


Sure there was some exercise equipment tucked away in the corner, but most of the room was 
fluffy. And pink. 


Even the carpet. 

“Ew, pink,” Isabela complained and Mirabel smacked her playfully. 
“Knew it,” Mirabel said smugly. 

Luisa walked around in a daze. It all looked so... girly. 

... She loved it. 

“Now this is a place you can relax,” Mirabel said pointedly. 

Luisa laughed sheepishly, rubbing the back of her neck. 

“Yeah... it is,” she admitted. 


They stayed for a little longer before leaving when Camilo started whining about wanting to 
get to his room. 


With fond eye-rolls, they trooped out of the room. And came to an abrupt halt. 
Camilo and Dolores watched as realisation started to dawn on the rest of the family. 


“Wait... whose door is that?” Mirabel asked in confusion, pointing at the door next to 
Luisa’s, before the turn towards the nursery. 


Bruno exchanged a look with his hermanas as they gasped in realisation before stepping 
forward. 


“I’m pretty sure it’s your room Mira,” he told her gently. 


She looked up at him in shock. “Mine?” she asked in a whisper. 


Long Overdue 
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Mirabel turned back to the glowing door, feeling disbelief and fear settle in her stomach. She 
didn’t think she could take another door disappearing like it had when she was five. Why 
would it work now? 


“I can wait for mine,” Camilo piped up from behind her. 

“Me too,” Dolores added gently. 

Mirabel looked up in surprise when she suddenly found Tia Pepa standing beside her. 
“You’ve been waiting for this long enough Mira,” she told her gently. 


“What if it doesn’t work?” Mirabel asked in a whisper. She’d grown a lot closer to her Tia 
since the woman had stubbornly refused to allow her to distance herself from the family. 


Pepa took her hand and squeezed it. “It will,” she said simply. “Because you don’t need a 
Gift to be a part of this family. As some people have finally learned.” 


Ah, there was the bitterness she still held toward Abuela. She’d been very civil the whole day 
so far. No one blamed her for it though. She and Camilo were the most vocal about it. They 
didn’t outright avoid Abuela anymore. But they also didn’t really speak to her. Tio Bruno 
could speak to her, but not for long. 


It wasn’t perfect, but what family didn’t have drama? 


She turned back to the door, feeling the fear down to her very bones. At least until a little 
hand slipped into hers. She looked down in surprise to find Antonio smiling back. 


“You helped me with my door. So I can help you with yours now!” he said happily. 
Tia Pepa squeezed her shoulder before stepping back again. The whole family was wrapped 
around the door in a loose semicircle, so different from the Gift Ceremonies where most of 


them were kept at a distance. 


She glanced at her parents who only gave her encouraging smiles. Her hermanas did the 
same while Camilo gave her a thumbs up and a grin. 


Her family was here, and regardless of what happened, they wouldn’t leave. That thought 
gave her the strength she needed to step forward and grab the doorknob. 


The light flared before settling, draining away to reveal an etching in the wooden door like all 
the others. Mirabel stared at the carving of herself in quiet disbelief. She looked happy in it, 
smiling. 


And she was holding... 
“Isn’t that the candle?” Camilo blurted out, everyone staring at the carving, slack-jawed. 
Heart beating fast, Mirabel pushed the door open. 


Inside was a cosy room with a large, plush bed. A large closet took up space on one wall 
while the other was a dedicated workspace for her sewing machine and embroidery projects. 
The walls were painted a soft beige with golden butterflies scattered across them. 


It was what sat in the window that caught everyone’s attention though and made Mirabel's 
breathing hitch. The candle burned bright and like it had never gone out in the first place, 
snug in it's place on the windowsill. 


“I don't...” she stuttered. “I don’t understand...” 


“Pretty sure it means you were chosen as the next candleholder,” Tio Bruno said, a smile in 
his voice. 


She turned to stare at him while the rest of her nosy family poked around her room. 


“Makes sense actually,” he shrugged. “Why would you need one room when Casita is 
basically your room. You’ve always been the closest to Casita.” 


“A room would have still been nice,” Camilo pointed out dryly. 
“I’m pretty sure Casita learned that lesson,” Bruno gestured at the room. Her room. 
Her own room that was just for her. 


“S-so, the reason I didn’t get a Gift,” she stuttered, tears filling her eyes. “Wasn’t because I’m 
broken?” 


Camilo and Tia Pepa were on her in moments while the others spun to stare at her in shock at 
the words. 


“No!” Tia Pepa said firmly. “You were never, ever broken Mira,” she insisted. 


“Don’t you say stuff like that about yourself,” Camilo growled. “You’re perfect the way you 
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are. 


Mirabel sniffled while the rest of the family felt their hearts sink. Had she thought of herself 
this way this whole time? The only ones who didn’t seem surprised were Pepa, Camilo and 


Bruno. 


“We just missed the memo from the Miracle,” Camilo added, gesturing at the candle. “It 
clearly had everything planned out. Although the room thing was dumb.” 


Mirabel giggled a little, wiping at her eyes. 


“Besides, even if you weren’t the new candleholder,” Tia Pepa cupped her cheeks to force her 
to look at her. “You don’t need a Gift to be an important member of this family. Were we any 
less important when we didn’t have our Gifts?” 


“No!” Mirabel seemed offended at the mere thought. 
Tia Pepa smirked. “So? Why should you not having a Gift mean anything then?” 


“Especially when you’re the glue keeping this family together during the hard times,” Isabela 
added, recovering from her shock. “Don’t think we didn’t notice that you kept checking on 
everyone since Casita fell. You’re the heart of this family Mira.” 


Mirabel blinked rapidly as everyone murmured their agreements. 
Her mama moved forward as Tia Pepa stepped to the side. 


“Mirabel,” she rested her hands on her shoulders. “You are not broken. You have never been 
broken. You are Mirabel Madrigal and you are perfect the way you are. And I am so sorry we 
ever let you think otherwise.” 


Mirabel’s breathing hitched and her mama pulled her into a tight hug. Moments later her 
papa joined it. 


She burrowed into the hug, soaking up the comfort. Something in her that had broken on her 
fifth birthday and festered as the years went by, finally healed over. 


It didn’t matter that she didn’t have a Gift. It didn’t matter that she was the new candleholder 
either. 


Because her family loved her no matter what. And she’d be okay. 


She pulled back with a wobbly smile. Her mama pressed a kiss to her forehead before letting 
go entirely. 


Then she was ambushed by her hermanas and she let out a laugh as she was lifted off her feet 
in a hug. Dolores swept her up the moment her feet touched the floor before passing her over 
to Camilo who had never been shy with hugs. 


The Gifts were a nice bonus, but she still maintained that her family was the real Miracle. 


Sunshine 
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When they finally managed to drag themselves out of Mirabel’s new room, they continued 
their circuit of the doors. 


They peered into the nursery but it looked the same as ever, just empty now without 
Mirabel’s things. 


Next was Antonio’s room and he threw it open eagerly. Nothing much had really changed 
there. It was still a mini jungle filled with animals. They gave him some time to excitedly run 
around before heading to the next door. 


Camilo walked up to his door confidently, hiding his nerves. Some of the changes had been 
drastic while some of them weren’t so far. He had no idea what he’d find beyond that door. 


Pushing it open, a grin stretched over his face. 


He’d always loved his room, loved the way the furniture changed style on a whim and 
sometimes changed into something entirely different. He loved the way the lighting changed 
to reflect his mood, how the colours were never the same. 


The only thing he’d never truly liked were the amount of mirrors in his room. Like he needed 
a constant reminder of what he looked like so he wouldn’t lose himself in his constant 
shifting. The mirrors in his room always showed what he actually looked like instead of his 
shifted form. 


But after a few months of not having his Gift... Camilo felt more settled in his identity than 
he had in a long time. And apparently his room reflected that since it was the same for the 
most part (which was to say, it was always different), but the mirrors had decreased. There 
was only one left, a full-length mirror in the corner. There if he needed it but out of the way 
because he no longer needed that constant reminder of who he was anymore. 


He knew, and he wasn’t likely to give up that security again by overusing his Gift. 


“Are you happy mijo?” his mamá asked softly. 


In response, the room lit up with a brighter light and his mama laughed. 
“Good,” she ruffled his hair and Camilo smiled. 


Yeah... he’d missed his Gift. And he loved having it back. But losing it for a while was 
probably one of the best things that could have happened to him. 


Besides, he was Camilo Madrigal. He didn’t need a Gift to define who he was. The lack of 
mirrors proved that. 


“Come on, it’s Dolores next!” he called, feeling more settled than he had in a while. 


Dolores let out a soft sigh of relief as she stepped into her room and sound became muffled. 
Everything in her room was quiet, even their voices and footsteps. 


She smiled to see it mostly the same. Same bed and bookshelf with her favourite books. The 
only difference was the balcony through a door on one side. 


“Something tells me that the balcony isn’t soundproofed,” Mirabel told Camilo with a 
snicker. “So someone can listen to poetry at night.” 


Dolores squeaked and shot the pair a glare. They only smiled innocently back. 
“Still don’t see the appeal,” Isabela muttered but she gave Dolores an encouraging smile. 
“What books do you have?” Luisa asked curiously, looking at the titles on the shelf. 


Dolores gave a panicked squeak, turning red much to most of the family’s confusion. Isabela 
smirked in realisation while her mama darted forward to help. 


“Come come now,” her mama started steering a confused Luisa away from the books. “I want 
to see my room. I’ve waited long enough.” 


Dolores let out a relieved sigh while the rest of the family followed. She shot Isabela a glare 
as her prima snickered. Oh, she was going to be hearing about this later... 


Pepa strode up to her door and flung it open, not really thinking that much could change. She 
wasn’t prepared for what she saw. 


The canopy bed was still there, to keep any rain or snow off them while they slept. The 
furniture was the same. The tall ceiling that left enough space for her weather to comfortably 
fill the room was still there. 


But there was a new addition that sent her heart pounding. 
A dancefloor. 


A dancefloor. 


It took up one side of the large room and Felix made a pleased noise beside her as they 
approached it. 


“Mi amor,” he said, and when she turned to face him, he was holding a hand out to her. 


Pepa smiled at him, and took his hand like she always did, letting him pull her onto the 
dancefloor. The moment they stepped onto it, music started up from somewhere and it was 
suddenly all real. 


She had her Gift back. But she wouldn’t have to spend all her time monitoring the weather. 
Casita was back, her room was back, and the Miracle was all but telling her to go back to 
doing the things she’d loved and had to give up as time went on. 


She could dance again. Not just the occasional dance at a party or when Felix could coax her 
into it. Properly dance, whenever she felt like it. 


Pepa laughed and sunlight and rainbows filled the room as Felix spun her into a dance. The 
family was cheering and laughing but Pepa could only focus on her genuine joy in this 
moment. 


They’d be just fine. Better actually. They’d be so much better than fine. 


Everyone was still chattering excitedly as they left Pepa’s room, his hermana flushed from 
the dancing and laughing and so very happy. It made Bruno smile. The expression dropped 
when he looked at the stairs to the tower though. 


He wasn’t sure if he was ready for this. 
His room had turned into a literal symbol of everything wrong with him. His distance from 
the family. The sand that followed him everywhere. The cold, unfeeling nature of the entire 


place. 


He’d thought it was amazing when he was a child. But as the years passed and the stairs 
grew, he began to hate the place even as he turned to it to hide more and more often. 


He was terrified to open that door and to find it had changed, to try and figure out what 
everything meant now. 


He was terrified to open that door and find it exactly the same. 


Bruno was pulled from his thoughts when two familiar hands slipped into his own. Pepa and 
Julieta smiled at him, by his side like they’d always been. 


“We’ll do it together,” Pepa whispered with a small smile. 
He swallowed hard. 


“I’m scared,” he admitted, too quietly for anyone else except Dolores to hear. 


“We’ll be with you every step of the way,” Julieta murmured, squeezing his hand. 


He took a deep breath and nodded. They moved towards the stairs as the family fell silent 
behind them. 


Once in front of the glowing door, reminding him so much of forty-five years ago when he 
didn’t even understand what stress was, Bruno let go of Pepa’s hand, letting her latch onto his 
ruana instead. 


He reached out and touched the doorknob and the light flared. 


They'll Shine 
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Bruno stared in disbelief at the sight beyond the door. 
The towering stairs and mounds of sand were gone. He barely recognised the room. 


The walls were still stone, but a soft green light threaded through them, looking like 
embedded crystals. Soft rugs were thrown over the floor all over the place. His bed was on a 
slightly raised platform on one side of the room, covered in piles of pillows and blankets. On 
the other side of the platform was what looked like a play area for his rats. On the far side of 
the room was a sand waterfall, the softly falling sand a soothing sound in the space. He didn’t 
doubt that there was a vision cave through there, separate and quiet so he could do any 
visions he might choose to do in peace. 


Choose. That was a novelty. No one was going to force him to do any visions and it made the 
idea of a vision cave a lot less anxiety-inducing than he expected. 


Tucked away in a corner of the cave was a desk with writing supplies and he had a suspicion 
that was for his screenplays. He’d often wished he could write down his telenovelas so that 
he didn’t forget anything that happened but he’d never had the chance to before. 


He realised that he’d been frozen, staring in shocked silence when Pepa nudged him. She 
gave him an inquisitive look, wanting to know what was going on in his head. 


If he didn’t like it. 


The knowledge that his hermana would probably get into an argument with Casita to change 
it if he didn’t broke him out of the shock and he smiled slightly. 


She beamed back. 
“T can see the ceiling,” he said. 
“I don’t have to climb a thousand stairs to visit,” she smirked. 


Julieta squeezed his hand and smiled at him as well. 


“Ts this some kind of triplet thing?” Camilo asked loudly behind them. 
“Yes,” Felix and Agustin answered without hesitation and it made Bruno chuckle. 
“Do you like it, Tio?” Mirabel asked in concern. 


He smiled back at her, feeling his worry melt away. This was a room he could relax and feel 
safe in, one without painful reminders. 


“Sí Mira,” he told her. “I like it.” 
That sent the family into more cheering and Bruno felt his hermanas lean against him again. 


He really was home. 


Casita watched in satisfaction as her family settled in where they belonged. The villagers 
were long gone, a happy dinner passing by quickly before everyone left for their rooms for 
the night. 


As a hush fell over the family, Casita hummed in happiness. They were whole again, and 
happy. The Miracle’s magic flowed strongly through her walls and deep into her dear little 
family. 


It had hurt to watch the family fracture, suffer, right within her protection and she had been 
helpless to save them. 


But her brilliant little Mirabel had pulled them back together, made them smile and laugh 
again. She even brought silly Bruno out of her walls! 


Now they were all home and together again. They were saying no to the villagers and putting 
themselves first. 


It was all she’d ever wanted for them. 
She shifted her attention from room to room, checking in on them as they prepared for bed. 


She was still a little mad at Alma admittedly. She’d watched the damage the woman had 
caused for two generations. She did seem to have finally learned her lesson though and she 
was trying to do better. The matriarch of the family was quietly studying the photo she’d left 
in her room, a reminder of what was important. 


Of who the sacrifice had been for. 


It wasn’t for the village, after all. Pedro hadn’t been thinking of the other people that night. 
He’d been thinking of his family. She needed to remember that. 


Then there was Julieta. Oh, sweet little Julieta who took on far too much of the burden in the 
family. She wanted to laugh to see her workaholic curled up next to her husband, nose buried 
in a book. 


That was much better. 


And then there was her firecracker, her little weather goddess. Pepa wasn’t ready to sleep yet, 
too busy letting her husband spin her across the dancefloor. 


Oh, but she was shining, so bright. 


Casita switched her attention again after watching for a moment. Her sweet little Bruno. She 
was so happy he was out of her walls and among his family again. She was thrilled to see the 
peaceful smile on his face as he watched his rats play from his new bed. 


She was throwing the next idiot villager that demanded a vision through a window. 
And then she was letting Pepa at them. 
She shuffled her roof tiles giddily at the thought before moving onto the second generation. 


Ah, her bright Isabela. She’d grown so dim as she was forced to play a role not meant for her 
for so long. But now she was burning again, laughing as she danced among her plants. No 
one would tame her again. 


Dolores was out on her balcony, a dreamy smile on her face as she no doubt listened to her 
crush crafting his poetry again. Casita would patiently wait until it was time for him to join 
her family. 


And Luisa. Her kind Luisa was finally taking the break she deserved, curling up in soft 
blankets and letting herself relax. 


Camilo, much like his mama, couldn’t sleep yet. The little chameleon was darting about his 
room, enjoying the way the furniture changed around him. He paid barely any attention to the 
unchanging mirror and Casita was so very happy. He’d found himself again. 


And her Mirabel. Her sweet, darling Mirabel who gave and gave and never asked for 
anything in return. How Casita loved her. The Miracle had chosen well. She would be an 
amazing protector of the candle. 


She was already asleep, a smile tugging at her lips at whatever she saw in her dreams. Ay 
Casita should have given her a room from the start. But she’d thought they would understand. 


Casita was Mirabel’s. Always would be. She’d always had a soft spot for the sweet child. She 
never had understood why they’d never asked her to create a room though... 


And finally little Antonio, safely tucked away in his tree and surrounded by his animals. 
Her family was safe, and more importantly happy. 
Casita settled down into her foundations. 


Finally, all was right again. 


Oh, her family would shine. 


End Notes 


Mijo - Son 

Prima - Cousin 

Tio - Uncle 

Hermano - Brother 
Abuela - Grandmother 
Comprendes - Understand 
Dios Mio - My God 
Mama - Mother 

Padre - Father 

Si- Yes 

Hermana - Sister 
Sobrina - Niece 

Tia - Aunt 

Perfecto - Perfect 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


